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EDITORIAL PREFACE. 



Thebe not having been an issue of Dryden's Plajs since 
1821, when Sir Walter Scott brought out an edition of 
the poet's whole works in eighteen volumes, an apology 
for the present publication is scarcely necessary, except 
indeed, on the score of the limited character of the 
selection. Our intention was to give a considerable 
number of the Plays, but, on after consideration, the 
others were dropped from the list, as probably unsuit- 
able to the tastes of the present time, thus confining 
selection to two— the two best in various respects. In- 
deed, as regards the comparative merits and purity of the 
various Plays, there seems to be but one opinion among 
Dryden's numerous biographers and critics — all appear 
to agree in giving the two in question the first place. 

In judging of Dryden's dramatic writings, as compared 
with his other works, it might be well to bear in mind 
that neither the object for which they were composed — 
in great part a pecuniary one — nor the tastes of the 
period, were calculated to prove strikingly elevating or 
inspiring in their influences. In the course of two 
hundred years, society has made great advances in many 
respects, and probably in no section is this more marked 
than in that of the theatre and its relationships. It may 
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be interesting to admirers of Dryden to have a specimen 
of his dramatic writings ; even although these writings 
have never attained a position approaching that of what 
may be more strictly designated his poetical works^ they 
nevertheless bear all the marks of an extraordinary mind, 
and have been greatly admired by many prominent liter- 
ary men. 

During the last and preceding centuries various 
editions of the Plays were published, but these are now 
rarely to be seen, and command high prices. Of late 
years, through the system of reprints, now so common, 
many dramatic writers of less note have been brought 
within the reach of all interested in this department of 
literature ; but as yet Dryden has not been included in 
any of the series of the old dramatists at present before 
the public, partly, perhaps, on account of his dramatic 
writings being so voluminous, and many of the respective 
Plays likewise being of very considerable length. 
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THE WOELD WELL LOST. 



DEAMATIS PEESON.E. 



Marc Antony. 
Ventidius, his General, 
DoLABELLA, his Friend, 
Alexas, the Queen! 8 Eunuch, 
Serapion, Priest of his. 
Another Priest. 
Servants to Antony. 

Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt. 
Octavia, Antony's Wife. 

' [ Cleopatra's Maids. 
Iras, J 

Antony's two Utile Daughters. 



**A tragedy fonnded upon the story of Antony and Cleopatra, 
Dryden tSls us^ is the only play which he wrote for himself, the 
rest were ^ven to the people. It is by universal consent accounted 
the work in which he has admitted the fewest improprieties of 
style or character." — Johnson, Lives of the Poets. 

"Incomparably the best of Dryden's plays." — Bell, English 
Poets. 

"Universally considered the best of Dryden's plays — ^was pro- 
duced at the King's Theatre in the beginning of 1Q78. — Christie, 
Editor of DryderCs PoemSy Globe Edition. 
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THE WORLD WELL LOST. 



PROLOGUE. 
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What flockB of critics ho\-(ir here to-day. 
As vultures wait on armies for their prey, 
All gaping for the Oiwcase of a play ! 
With croaking notes, they bode some dire event, 
And follow dying poets by the acent. 
Ours gives himself for gone ; you've watched your time ! 
He fighta this day unarm'd — without hia rhyme. 
And brings a tale, which often has been told, 
As sad as Dido's, and almost as old. 
His hero, whom you wita hia hully caJ], 
Bates of his mettle, and scarce rants at all : 
He's somewhat lewd, but a well meaning mind; 
Weeps much ; fights little ; but is wondrous kind. 
In short, a pattern, and companion fit 
For all the keeping tonies of the pit. 
I eould name more ; a wife and mistress, too ; 
Both (to be plain) too good for most of you : 

The wife well-natured, and the mistress true. ■^■j 

Now, poets, if your fame has been his care, wWmt 

Allow him all the candour you can spare. ^ ^ . 

A brave man scorns to quarrel once a day, | 

Like Hectors, in at every petty fray. 
Let those find fault whose wit's so very small, 

They've need to show that they cbji think at aU : • " 

Errors, like straws, upon the surface flow; 
Ho who would search for pearls must dive below. 
Pops may have leave to level all they can, 
As pigmies would be glad to lop a man. 
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Half-wits are fleas ; so little and so light, 
We scarce could know they live, but that they bite. 
But, as the rich, when tired with daily feasts, 
For change, become their next poor tenant's guests; 
Drink hearty draughts of ale from plain brown bowls, 
And snatch the homely rasher from the coals : 
So you, retiring from much better cheer. 
For once, may venture to do penance here. 
And since that plenteous Autumn now is past. 
Whose grapes and peaches have indulged your taste. 
Take in good part, from our poor poet's board, 
Such rivelled fruits as Winter can afford. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — The Temple of Ids. 

Enter Serapion, Myris, cmd Priests of Isis, 

Scrap, Portents and prodigies are grown so frequent, 
That they have lost their name. Our fruitful Nile 
Flowed ere the wonted season, with a torrent 
So unexpected, and so wondrous fierce, 
That the wild deluge overtook the haste 
Even of the hinds that watched it : men and beasts 
Were bom above the tops of trees, that grew 
On the utmost margin of the water-mark. 
Then, with so swiffc an ebb the flood drove backward, 
It slipt from underneath the scaJy herd : 
Here monstrous phocse panted on the shore ; 
Forsaken dolphins there, with their broad tails, 
Lay lashing the departing waves : hard by them, 
Sea-horses floundering in the slimy mud, 
Toss'd up their heads, and dashed the ooze about them. 

Enter Alexas behind them. 

Myr. Avert these omens, heaven ! 

Serap. Last night, between the hours of twelve and one, 
In a lone aisle o' th' Temple while I walked, 
A whirlwind rose, that, with a violent blast. 
Shook all the dome: the doors around me clapt ; 
The iron wicket that defends the vault 
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Where the long race of Ptolemies is laid 
Burst open, and disclosed the mighty dead. 
From out each monnment, in order placed, 
An armed ghost starts up t the boy-king last 
Beared his inglorious head. A p^ of groans 
Then followed, and a, lamentable voice 
Cried, Egypt is no more. My blood ran back. 
My shaking knees against each other knocked ; 
On the cold pavement down I fell entranced, 
And HO unfinished left the horrid scene. 

Alex. And dream'd you this) or did invent the story, 
\Sh4y1cing himself. 
To frighten our Egyptian boys -withal, 
And train them up betimes in fear of priesthoodi 

iSerap. My lord, I saw you not. 
Nor meant my words should reach your earej but what 
I littered was most true. 

Alex. A foolish dream. 
Bred from the fumes of indigested feasts. 
And holy luxury. 

&rap. I know ray duty : 
Tliis goes no farther, 

Alex. 'Tis not fit it should. 
Nor would the times now bear it, were it true. 
All HOuthern, from yon liilla, the Roman camp 
Hangs o'er us, black and threatening, like a E.torm 
Just breaking on our heads. 

Strap. Our faint Egyptians pray for Antony; 
But in their servile hearts they own Oota.viu£.. 

J/jr. Why then does Antony dream out his hours. 
And tempts not fortune for a noble day, 
Which might redeem what Actium lost! 

Alex. He thinks 'tis past recovery. 

Serap. Yet the foe 
Seems not to press the siege. 

Alex, O, there's the wonder. 
Mecfenaa and Agrippa, who can most 
With Ctesar, are his foes. His wife Octavia, 
Driven &om his house, solicits her revenge; 
And Dolabella, who was once his friend. 
Upon some private grudge, now seeks his ruin: 
Yet still war seems on either side to sleep. 
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Serap, 'Tis strange that Antony, for some days past, 
Has not beheld the face of Cleopatra : 
But here, in Isis' Temple, lives retired, 
And makes his heart a prey to black despair. 

Alex. 'Tis true : and we much fear he hopes by absence 
To cure his mind of love. 

Serap. If he be vanquished, 
Or make his peace, Egypt is doomed to be 
A Boman province ; and our plenteous harvests 
Must then redeem the scarceness of their soil. 
While Antony stood firm, our Alexandria 
Rivalled proud Kome (dominion's other seat) ; 
And Fortune, striding like a vast Colossus, 
Could fix an equal foot of empire here. 

Alex. Had I my wish, these tyrants of all nature. 
Who lord it o'er mankind, should perish, perish, 
Each by the other's sword ; but, since our will 
Is lamely followed by our power, we must 
Depend on one j with him to rise or fall. 

Serap. How stands the Queen affected ? 

Alex. O, she dotes. 
She dotes, Serapian, on this vanquished man, 
And winds herself about his mighty ruins ; 
Whom would she yet forsake, yet yield him up, 
This hunted prey, to his pursuer's hands. 
She might preserve us all : but 'tis in vain. 
This changes my designs, this blasts my counsels 
And makes me use all means to keep him here. 
Whom I could wish divided from her arms 
Far as the earth's deep centre. Well, you know 
The state of things : no more of your ill omens 
And black prognostics ; labour to confirm 
The people's hearts. 

Enter Ventidius, 
toiUdifig aside with a gentleman of Antony's. 

Sera/p. These Romans will o'erhear us. 
But who's that stranger I By his warlike port. 
His fierce demeanour, and erected look. 
He's of no vulgar note. 

Alex. O, 'tis Ventidius, 
Our Emperor's great lieutenant in the East, 
Who first showed Rome that Parthia could be conquered. 
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Whein Antony retomed from Syria laat. 

He left this man to guard the Roman frontiers, 

Sercqi. You seem, to know him well. 

Alex. Too wfHi. I saw him in Cilicia first. 
When Cleopatra there met Antony : 
A mortal foe he waa to ub and Egypt. 
But let me witness to the worth I hate : 
A hraver !Romaa never drew a sword. 
Firm to hia Prince ; but as a friend, not slave. 
He ne'er was of his pleasures ; hut pi-esidea 
O'er all his cooler hours, and moriilng counsels : 
In short, the plainness, fierceness, rugged virtue 
Of am old true-stampt Boman Uvea in him. 
His coming bodes I know not what of iU 
To our affairs. Withdraw, to mark him better; 
And I'll acquaint you why I sought you here, 
And what's our present work. 

{They vnthdraw to a confer of the stage, wnd Ven- 
TiDiua, wi^ (Afl oWW, comes forvxvrd to the front. 

Yent. Not see him, say you 1 
I say, I must, and will. 

Gent, He has commanded. 
On pain of death, none should approach his presence. 

VenL I bring him news will raise bis drooping spirits, 



I- 

VefiU. I bring him news will raise his drooping spirits, ^^ ( , 

Give him new life. ^ «P (d ''^ ^^ f 

Gent. He sees not Cleopatra. "'v i,^^,"^ "^ \ T i //^ I 

TeTii. Would he had never seen her. j ^^ I 

Gefthl. He eats not, drinks not, sleeps not, has no iiflo^^ tiJ'-'^ '^ 1 

Df anything, but thought ; or, if he talks, (I*-' . m, k^- i _ 

Tis to himself, and then 'tis perfect raving; ,- yj}^^ f 

Fhen he defies the world, and bids it pass; (J^ ^-^ j 

Sometimes he enaws his lio. and curses loud \ 



Vent. Would he had never seen her. j . „ 

Gefthl. He eats not, drinks not, sleeps not, has no iiflo^^ tiJ'-'^" 

Of anything, but thought ; or, if he talks, i^--' 

'Tist '■ "■ ■ 

Then 

Sometimes he gnaws his lip, and curses loud 

The boy Octavius ; then he draws his mouth 

Into a scornful smile and cries, Take all. 

The world's not wori.h my care. 
Vent. Just, just his nature. 

Virtue's his path ; but sometimes 'tis too narro 

For his vast soul ; and then he starts out wide. 

And boonds into a vice that bears him far 

From his first coarse and plunges him in ills : 

But, when his danger makes hi-m find his fault, 

Quick to observe, and full of shaii} remorse, 
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He censures eagerly his own misdeeds, 
Judging himself with malice to himself, 
And not forgiving what as man he did, 
Because his other parts are more than man. 
He must not thus be lost. 

[Alexas amd the Priests come forward, 

Alex, You have your full instructions, now advance ; 
Proclaiin your orders loudly. 

Scrap, Homans, Egyptians, hear the Queen's command. 
Thus Cleopatra bids, Let labour cease, 
To pomp and triumph give this happy day. 
That gave the world a lord : 'Tis Antony's. 
Live, Antony; and Cleopatra live. 
Be this the general voice sent up to heaven. 
And every public place repeat tiiis echo. 

VerU, Fine pageantry ! [Aside, 

Bera/p, Set out before your doors 
The images of all your sleeping fathers, 
With laurels crowned; with laurels wreathe your posts ; 
And strew with flowers the pavement ; let the priests 
Do present sacrifice ; pour out the wine. 
And call the gods to join with you in gladness. 

YenJt, Curse on the tongue that bids this general joy. 
Can they be friends of Antony, who revel 
When Antony's in danger 1 Hide, for shame, 
You Romans, your great grandsires' images, 
For fear their souls should animate their marbles. 
To blush at their degenerate progeny. 

Alex, A love which knows no bounds to Antony 
Woidd mark the day with honours ; when all heaven 
Laboured for him, when each propitious star 
Stood wakeful in his orb, to watch that hour. 
And shed his better influence. Her own birth-day 
Our Queen neglected, like a vulgar fate, 
That passed obscurely by. 

y&nJt, Would it had slept. 
Divided far from his — ^till some remote 
And future age had called it out, to ruin 
Some other prince, not him. 

Alex, Your Emperor, 
Tho' grown unkind, would be more gentle than 
T' upbraid my Queen for loving him too well. 
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Vent, Does the mute sacrifice upbraid the priest 
He knows him not hia executioner. 
O, she has deck'd hia ruin with her love. 
Led him in golden bands to gaudy slaughter. 

And made perdition pleasing : she has left him ^ k 

The blank of what he was ; AAfi-^ ^ -f" 

I tell thee, euDuch^_shel ms quite uniniui'd him ;^ '^^ . f^i^^ 
Can any Roman see^and tnow him now' ) V^'i ' ,1 

Thus altered from the lord of half mankind, y^ yj^ fAJ^ ^ 
Unbent, unsinewed, made a woman's toy, '' 
Shrunk from the vast extent of all his honoui-s, 
And cramped within a corner of the world ! 
O, Antony, 

Thou bravest soldier, and thou best of friends ! 
Bounteous as nature, next to nature's God ! 
Oould'at thou but make new worlds, so would'st thou give 
As bounty were thy being. Rough in battle, [them. 

As tlie first EomanK, when they went to war ; 
Yet, after victory, more pitiful 
Than all their praying virgins left at home ! 

Alex. "Would you could add to those more shining 
His truth to her who ioves him. [virtues 

Vent. Wotdd I could not. 
But wherefore waste I precious hours with thee 1 
Tho u a.i-i; Itpi- Hgrtin g TnJKpTiief. her chjef engine, 
Antony's^tlier fate. Go, tell thy Queen, 

Ventidius is arrived, to end her charms. .- 

Let jour T''g;irf'jgiL-iiin'^'''p]f^ y^nj Hl"ne; iT^ 

TTf"' ■"if p)T^T|ifT|f|tjjii-mTi.la with Roman triunpeta. ; ' 

You dare not fight for 5jif<Sy7~go~pray,' " 

And keep your cowai-ds holy-days in temples. 

[Exeunt Alex, and Serap. 

Re-enter the OenUeman of Astosy'b. 
2 Gent. The £mporor approaches, and commands. 
On pain of death, that none presume to stay. 

1 Gent. I dare not disobey him. [Got'iw/ out with the 
Vent. Well, I dare. [other. 

But I'll observe him first unseen, and find 
Which, way his humour drives : the rest I'll venture. 

[Withdrawg. 
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Enter Antony, 
walking with a disturbed motion before he speaks. 

Ant, They tell me, 'tis my birth-day, and Til keep it 
With double pomp of sadness. 
'Tis what the day deserves which gave me breath. 
Why was I raised the meteor of the world, 
Himg in the skies, and blazing as I travelled. 
Till aJl my fires were spent ; and then cast downward 
To be trod out by Csesar ] 

Vent, On my soul, [Aside. 

'Tis mournful, wondrous mournful ! 

Ant, Count thy gains. 
Now, Antony, woidd'st thou be bom for this 1 
Glutton of fortune, thy devouring youth 
Has starved thy wanting age. 

Vent, How sorrow shakes him ! [Aside, 

So, now the tempest tears him up by the roots. 
And on the ground extends the noble ruin. 

Ant, [Having th/rovm himself down,] Lie there, the 
shadow of an Emperor ; 
The place ttou pressest'dn thy mother earth 
Is all thy empire now : now it contains thee ; 
Some few days hence, and then 'twill be too large. 
When thou'rt contracted in thy narrow urn, 
Shrunk to a few cold ashes ; then Octavia 
(For Cleopatra will not live to see it), 
Octavia then will have thee all her own, 
And bear thee in her widowed hand to Csesai* ; 
Csesar will weep, the crocodile will weep 
To see his rival of the universe 
Lie still and peaceful there. I'll think no more on't. 
Give me some music ; look that it be sad : 
111 soothe my melancholy till I swell, 

And burst myself with sighing [Soft music, 

'Tis somewhat to my humour : stay, I fancy 
I'm now turned wild, a commoner of nature ; 
Of all forsaken, and forsaking all ; 
Live in a shady forest's sylvan scene. 
Stretched at my length beneath some blasted oak, 
I lean my head upon the mossy bark. 
And look just of a piece, as I grew from it : 
My uncombed locks, matted like mistletoe. 
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Hang o'er my hoary face ; a mummring brook 
Buns at my foot. 

Vent, Methinks I fancy 
Myself there, too. 

Ant The 'herd come jumping by me, 
And fearless quench their tliirst, while I look on, 
And take me for their fellow-citizen. 
More of this image, more ; it lulls my thoughts. 

[Soft nvuaic ctgain. 

Vent. I must disturb him ; I can hold no longer. 

[JStcmda before him. 

Ant. [Sta/rting up,'\ Art thou Ventidius % 

Vent, Are you Antony 1 
I'm liker what I was than you to him 
I left you last. 

Ant, I am angry. 

Vent, So am I. 

Ant. I would be private ; leave me. 

Vent, Sir, I love you, \ 

And therefore will not leave you. i 

Ant, Will not leave met- 
Where have you learnt that answer] Who am 1] 

Vent, My Emperor; the man I love next Heaven! 
If I said more, I think 'twere scarce a sin: 
You're all that's good, and god-like. 

AtU. All that's wretched. 
You will not leave me then] 

Vent, 'Twas too presuming 
To say I would not; but I dare not leave you: 
And, 'tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
So soon, when I so far have come to see you. 

Ant. Now thou hast seen me, art thou satisfied] 
For, if a friend, thou hast beheld enough; 
And, if a foe, too much. 

Vent. Look, Emperor, this is no common dew; 

\WeepinQ. 
I have not wept this forty years; but now 
My mother comes afresh into my eyes : 



I cannot help her softness. 

AtU. By Heaven, he weeps, poor, good old man he 
The big round drops course one another down [weeps ! 
The fiirrows of his cheeks. Stop them, Yentidius, 
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Or I shall blush to death; they set my shame, 
That caused them, full before me. 

Vent, I'll do my best. 

Ant Sure there's contagion in the tears of friends; 
See, I have caught it too. Believe me, 'tis not 
For my own griefs, but thine Nay, father. 

Vent Emperor. 

Ant Emperor! Why, that's the style of victory. 
The conquering soldier, red with unfelt wounds. 
Salutes his general so; but never more 
Shall that sound reach my ears. 

Vent I warrant you. 
^ ^^ — Ant Actium, Actium! Oh 

Vent It fits too near you. 

Ant, Here, here it lies; a lump of lead by day, 
And, in my short, distracted, nightly slumbers, 
The haff that rides my dreams 

Tent. Out with it; give it vent. 

Ant Urge not my shame. 
I lost a battle. 

Vent So has Julius done. 

Ant Thou favour'st me, and speak'st not half thou 
For Julius fought it out, and lost it fairly; [think'st; 

But Antony 

Vent Nay, stop not. 

Ant Antony — 
(Well, thou wilt have it) like a coward, fled. 
Fled while his soldiers fought; fled first, Yentidius. 
Thou longest to curse me, and I give thee leave. 
I know thou cam'st prepared to rail. 

Vent I did. 

Ant 111 help thee — I have been a man, Yentidius. 

V&nt Yes, and a brave one; but 

Ant I know thy meaning. 
But, I have lost my reason, have disgraced 
The name of soldier, with inglorious ease. 
In the full vintage of my flowing honours. 
Sat still, and saw it pressed by other hands. 
Fortune came smiling to my youth, and woo'd it, 
And purple greatness met my ripened years. 
When first I came to empire, I was borne 
On tides of people, crowding to my triumphs; 
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The wish of nations^ and the willing world 

Received me as its pledge of future peace ; « 

I was so great, so happy, so beloved, I i 

Fate could not ruin me; till I took pains I I 

And worked against my fortune, chid her from me. 

And turned her loose ; yet still she came again, 

My careless days, and my luxurious nights, i \ 

At length have wearied her, and now die's gone, 

Gone, gone, divorced for ever. Help me, soldier. 

To curse this madman, this industrious fool. 

Who laboured to be wretched: prithee curse me. 

Vent, No. 

Ant. Whyl 

Vent You are too sensible already 
Of what you've done, too conscious of your failings, 

And, like a scorpion, whipped by others first ' 

To fury, sting yourself in mad revenge. 
I would bring balm, and pour it in your wounds. 
Cure your distempered mind, and heal your fortunes. 

Ant. I know thou would'st. ^ 

Vent. I will. i 

Ant. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Ven^. You laugh. 

Ant. I do, to see officious love 
Give cordials to the dead. 

Vent. You would be lost then? 

Ant. I am. 

Vent. I say you are not. Try your fortune, [perate. 

Ant. I have, to the utmost. Dost thou think me des- 
Without just cause? No, when I found all lost 

Beyond repair, I hid me from the world, ; 

And learnt to scorn it here; which now I do 
So heartily, I think it is not worth 
The cost of keeping. ^ 

Vent. Csesar thinks not so : 
He*ll thank you for the gift he could not take. 

You would be killed, like Tully, would you] do % 

Hold out your throat to Csesar, and die tamely. 

Ant, No, I can kill myself; and so resolve. 

Vent. I can die with you too, when time shall serve ; 
But Fortune calls upon us now to live, 
To fight, to conquer. 




..jbK: twtt n ' kfioos wait yon, 
.,««{ B^ |«*i*il journeys 
-^«f W) Mtd hanger, 
i.aa ^««k» to the Nile. 
..-i i4«r saBbtunt face8, 

■ : hands: there's virtue h 
T. it dearer rates [them 



.011 mock my hopes with promised 
They're mutinous. [aids, 

.uiloyal. 
j,^ \,'^ '.^ov Mill not march 
|k«WM«ru<^ O trifler! 

IWt TWf.T potition 
fM <>v*iM autkc haste to head them. 
jfmL rm bwi^ed. 

r<«»i. There's but one way shut up : how came 1 hitlier? 
Jot 1 will not stir. 
Tmt They would perhaps desire 
X hMI«r reason. 

Ami. 1 haye neyer used 
)iy soldiers to demand a reason of 
Mv aotiona. Why did they refuse to march? 
IVrtt They said they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Ant. "What was't they said) 

Vent. They said they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
U"liy should they fight, indeed, to make her conquer. 
And muke you more a slavel to gain you kingdoms, 
Wliich, for a kiss, at your next midnight feaat, 
"\'i.m'l! aeli to her! then she new-names her jewels, 
A ltd calls this diamond such or such a tax, 
Ivich pendant in her ear shall be a province. 

A lit. Ventidius, I allow your tongue free licence 
On all my other faultsj but, on your life, 
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No word of Cleopatra: she deserves 
More worlds than I can lose. 
YemJt, Behold, you powers, 
To whom you have intrusted humankind; 

And"airweighed ^ftT^ hy €^x{^ \\^\ YTftrthlfifiB 
I think the gods are Antonies, and give, 
like prodigals, this nether world away 
To none but wasteful hands. 

Aid, You grow presumptuous. 

Vent, I take the privilege of plain love to speak. 

AnU Plain love ! plain arrogance, plain insolence ! 
Thy men are cowards; thou, an envious traitor; 
Who, under seeming honesty, hath vented 
The burden of thy rank o'eiiowing gall. 

that thou wert my equal; great in arms 
As the first Caesar was, that I might kill thee 
"Without a stain to honour ! . 

Vent Youmay kill me ; \ \-C^^'\ 

Ynn hiLVA dnrift TTi pre alread y, fiallftd me traitor . V^^^ y^ ,^ 

Ant. Art thou not one ? ''^ 

Yen t, For showing you yourself. 
Which none else dursu have done; but had I been 
That name, which I disdain to speak again, 

1 needed not have sought your abject fortunes, 
Come to partake your fate, to die with you. 

WTiat hindered me to have led my conquering eagles 
To fill Octavius* bands'? I coidd have been 
A traitor then, a glorious happy traitor, 
And not have been so called. 

AinJt, Forgive me, soldier: 
I've been too passionate. 

y&rU, You thought me false; 
Thought my old age betrayed you: kill me, sir; 
Pray kill me; yet you need not, your unkindness 
Has left your sword no work. 

Ant, I did not think so; 
I said it in my rage : prithee forgive me : 
Why did'st thou tempt my anger, by discovery 
Of what I would not hearl 

Ymt. No prince but you 
Could merit that sincerity I used, 
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Nor durst another man have ventured it ; 
But you, ere love misled your wandering eye 
Were sure the chief and best of human race, 
Framed in the very pride and boast of nature ; 
So perfect, that the gods who formed you wondered 
At their own skill, and cried, A lucky hit 
Has mended our design. Their envy hindered, 
Else you had been immortal, and a pattern. 
When heaven would work for ostentation sake. 
To copy out again. 

Ant, But Cleopatra 

Go on ; for I can bear it now. 

Vent No more. 

Ant, Thou dar*st not trust my passion; but thou may*st : 
Thou only lov*st ; the rest have flattered me. 

Vent, Heaven's blessing on your heart for that kind 
May I believe you love me 1 Speak again. [word. 

Ant. Indeed I do. Speak this, and this, and thiis. 

[ffitgging him. 
Thy praises were unjust ; but 111 deserve them. 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt : 
Lead me to victory — thou know'st the way. 

Vent, And, will you leave this 

Ant, Prithee do not curse her, 
I .vL/ And I will leave her ; though heaven knows, I love 
A 'I v^ Beyond life, conquest, empire ; all but honour : 

^ But I will leave her. 

Vent, That's my royal master. 
And shall we fight 1 

Ant, I warrant thee, old soldier. 
Thou shalt behold me once again in iron, 
And, at the head of our old troops, that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud. Come, follow me ! 

Vent, O, now I hear my Emj^eror ! in that word 
Octavius fell. G<)ds, let me see that day. 
And, if I have ten years behind, take all; 
ril thank you for th' exchange. 
-^-^..K, ^Ant, Oh, Cleopatra! 

Vent Again] 

Ant, I've done: in that last sigh, she went. 
Csesar shall know what 'tis to force a lover 
From all he holds most dear. 
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Vent. MetUnks you breathe 

Another soul : your looks are more divine : 
You apeak a hero, and you moye a god. 

Ant. O, thou hast fired me ; my soul la np in ar: 
Aad mana each part about me : ouue again, 
That noble eagerness of fight hcis seized me; 
That eagerness, with which I darted upward 
To Oassiiia' camp: in vain the steepy hill 
Opposed my way; iu vain a war of spears 
Sung round my head, and planted on ray shield; 
I won the trenches, while my foremost men 
La^ed on the plain below. 
' Vent. Te gods, ye gods, 
for such another hour I 

Ant. Come on, my soldier I 
Our hearts and arms are still the same : I long 
Once more to meet our foes; tha t thou and I . 
T.iJTB Tim e and De ath, marching before our troopa. 
May taste tate to them ; mow them out a, passage. 
And, entering where the foremost squadrons yield, 
B^in the noble harvest of the field. ' ~ 
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ACT IL Scene I. 
ETUer Cleofatba, Xbas, aiid Alexas. 

Cleo. What shall I do, or whither shall I tumi 
VentidiuB has o'ercome, and Le will go. 

Alex. He goes to fight for you. 

Cleo. Then he would see me, ere he went to fight: 
Flatter me not: if once he goes, he's lost; 
And all my hopes destroyed, 

Alex. Does this weak passion 
Eecome a mighty queen^ 

la this to be aqueen, to be besieged 

By yon insulting Roman; and to wait 

£]ach hour the victor's chaini These ills are small; 

For Antony is lost, and I can moum 

For nothing else but him. Now come, Octavius, 

I have no more to lose ; prepare thy hands 
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I'm fit to be a captiya:- Antony 
Has tausiit my mind the fortune of a slave. 
Iras, Call reason t o assist you. 

And none would have: my love's a noble ma^ifiss^ 

Which showed the caused«served it. Moderate sorrow 

Fits vulgar love; and for a vulgar man: 

But I have loved with such transcendent passion, 

I soared, at first, quite out of reajson's view, 

And now am lost above it. No, I'm proud 

Tis thus: would Antony could see me now 

Think you he would not sigh? though he must leave me, 

Sure he would sigh; for he is noble-natured, 

"And bears a tender heart: I know him well. 



j . Ah, no, I know him not; I knew him once, 
i__-3ut now 'tis past. 

~7rew. Let it be past with you; 
Forget him, madam. 

Cleo. Never, never, Iras. 
He once was mine ; and once, though now 'tis gone. 
Leaves a faint image of possession still. 

Alex. Think him unconstant, cruel, and ungrate^. 
Cleo. I cannot: if I could, those thoughts were vain; 
Faithless, ungrateful, cruel, though he be, 
I still must love him. 

Unter Charmion. 

Now, what news, my Charmioni 

Will he be kindl and, will he not forsake me? 

Am I to live or die? nay, do I live? 

Or am I dead? for when he gave his answer, 

Fate took the word, and then I lived or died. 

Ckar. I found him, madam^ 

Cleo. A long speech preparing? 
If thou bring'st comfort, haste, and give it me; 
For never was more need. 

Iras, I know he loves you. 

Cleo, Had he been kind, her eyes had told me so, 
Before her tongue could speak it: now she studies 
To soften what he said; but give me death, 
Just as he sent it, Charmion, undisguised. 
And in the words he spoke. 
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Cha/r, I found him then 
Encompass'd round, I think, with iron statues, 
So mute, so motionless his soldiers stood. 
While awfully he cast his eyes about. 
And every leader's hopes and fears surveyed : 
Methought he looked revived, and yet not pleased. 
When he beheld me struggling in the crowd, 
He blushed, and bade make way. 

Ahx, There's comfort yet. 

(7Aar. Ventidius fixed his eyes upon my passage 
Severely, as he meant to frown me back. 
And sullenly gave place. ^JLtf^^^ ^7 "^ ^s^^'^g^t 

Jng t^ yon gave it, broken and <1i«f^rHftrft#l ^ 

And while I moved your pitiful request 
That you but only begged a last farewell. 
He fetched an inward groan, and every time 
I named you, sighed as if his heart were breaking, 
But shunn'd my eyes, and guiltily looked down ; 
He seemed not now that awful Antony 
Who shook an arm'd assembly with his nod, 
But, making show as he would rub his eyes, 
Disguised and blotted out a falling tear. 

Cleo, Did he then weep? And was I worth a tear? 
If what thou hast to say be not as pleasing, 
Tell me no more, but let me die contented. 

Chajr, He bid me say, he knew himself so well. 
He could deny you nothing if he saw you ; 
And therefore 

OUo, Thou would'st say he would not see me 1 

Chcvr, And therefore begged you not to use a power 
Which he could ill resist ; yet he should ever 
Kespect you as he ought. 

Cleo, Is that a word 
For Antony to use to Cleopatra % 
Oh that faint word, respect ! how I disda in jtL 
Disdain myseu^for loving after rbT 
He should have kept that word for cold Octavia. 
Respect ^a fry «• ^^^ ^ A IP I that thin^ 
Tb°tr '^^alLj iisipid lump, without de sires, 
And without power to give them. 

Alex. You misiudcre : 
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You see through love, and that deludes your sight, 
As what is straight seems crooked through the water ; 
But I, who bear my reason undisturbed, 
Can see this Antony, this dreaded man, 
A fearful slave, who fain would run away. 
And shuns his master's eyes ; if you pursue him, 
My life on't, he still drags a chain along, 
That needs must clog his flight. 
Cleo, Could I believe thee ? 
Alex, By every circumstance I know he loves. 
Time, he's hard pressed, by interest and by honour ; 
Yet he but doubts, and parleys, and casts out 
Many a long look for succour. 

Cleo, He sends word 
He fears to see my face. 

Alex, And would you more ? 
He shows his weakness who declines the combat ; 
And you must urge your fortune. Could he speak 
. More plainly 1 To mr earo t he message sou nds, 
ti-^cj^ \ ,Come to niyjeg^ e, Cleopa tra, come ; 
A)^ Qi\} ComeT^ree m e from Ventidlug:gfixpm my tyran t : 
1^^ .^/^y J — \ bee me, and give me a pretence to leave him. 
*.' f I hear his trumpets. This way he must pass. 

' ^ Please you, retire awhile; I'll work him first, 

That he may bend more easy. 

Cleo, You shall rule me ; 
But all, I fear, in vain. [Ex, with Char, and Iras. 

AUx, I fear so, too ; 
Though I concealed my thoughts, to make her bold — 
But 'tis our utmost means, and fate befriend it. 

\WUhdraw8. 

Enter lActors vrith Fasces, one hea/ring the Eagle : Theix 
enter Antony vnth Ventidius, followed by otlher 
Commanders. , 

Ant, Octavius is the minion of blind chance. 
But holds from virtue nothing. 

Vent, Has he courage 1 

Ant, But just enough to season him from coward ; 
0, 'tis the coldest youth upon a charge, 
The most deliberate fighter ! If he ventui^es 
(As in Ulyria once they say he did, 






To storm a town), 'tis when he cannot choose, 
When all the world have fixed their eyes upon him — 
And then he Uvea on that for seven years. 
But at a close revenge he never fails. 

Feat I heard you challenged him. 

Ant. I did, Ventidius. 
What tliink'st thou was his answer 1 'Twaa so tame, — 
He sajd he had more ways than one to die : 
I had not. 

Vent. Poor ! 

Ant. He has more ways than one ; 
But he would choose them all hefore that one. 

Veni. He first would choose an. ague, or a fever. 

Ant, So : it must be an ague, not a fever. 
He has not warmth enough to die by that. 

Vent. Or old age and a bed. 

Ant. Ay, thei'e's his choice. 
He would live, like a lamp, to the last wink. 
And crawl upon the utmrat verge of life. 
O, Hercules ! why should a man like this. 
Who dares net trust his fiite for one great action, 
Be all the care of heaven 1 Why should he lord it 

O'er fourscore thousand men, of whom each one , I 

Is braver than himseKI , ' I 

VstU. You coaqnei'ed for him i ( t I 

PhOippi knows it ; there you shared witli Tiim 'J ■ 

That empire, which your sword made all your own. J' 1 

AnL Pool that I was ; upon my eagle's wings * ' »■ 

I bore this wren, till I was tired with soaring, (?• 

And now he mounts above me. ' 

Good Leavens! is this, is this the man who braves meJ 
Who bids my age make way 1 drives me before him 
To the world's ridge, and sweeps me off like rubbish 1 

Vmil. Sir, we lose time ; the troops are mounted all. 

Ant. Then give the word to march ; i- 

I long t o leave this prison of a town, , -j \ ay '■/-^-^ 

To join the le^na, "&nd;nropBii-firfd, — '\.y. ^' 

Qince more to show my face. Lead, my deliverer. \| 

Enter Alexab. I, 

Alea:. Great Emperor, ' 

In mighty arms renowned above mankind. 
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But, in soft pity to the oppressed, a god — 
This message sends the mournful Cleopatra 
To her departing lord. 

VerU» Smooth sycophant ! 

Aleos. A thousand wishes, and ten thousand prayers, 
MiUions of blessmgs wait you to the wars, 
Millions of sighs and tears she sends you, too, 
And would have sent 
As many dear embraces to your arms. 
As many parting kisses to your lips. 
But those, she fears, have wearied you already. 

Vent. [Aside.] False crocodile ! i^^^Tipior. 

Alex. And yet she begs not now you would "not leave 
That were a wish too mighty for her hopes, <.;;iahoij« 
Too presuming for her low fortune and your ebbingpovei; 
That were a wish for her more prosperous days, a>. r oi.i 
Her blooming beauty, and your growing kindness.^ 
^ Ant. [Aside.] Well, I must man, it out ; what woidd 

the Queen 1 

Alex. First, to these noble warriors, who attend 
Tour daring courage in the chase of fame, 
(Too daring, and too dangerous for her quiet,) 
She humbly recommends all she holds dear. 
All her own cares and fears, the care of you. 

Vent. Yes, witness Actium. 

Ant. Let him speak, Yentidius. 

Alex. You, when his matchless valour bears him forward. 
With ardour too heroic, on his foes. 
Fall down, as she would do, before his feet ; 
Lie in his way, and stop the paths of death ; 
Tell him , jfchis god is not invulnerab le, 
X That absent Cleopatra bleeds in him ; 

And, that you may remember her petition. 
She begs you wear these trifles, as a pawn. 
Which, at your wish'd return, she will redeem 

[Gives jewds to the commcmders. 
With all the wealth of Egypt. 
This, to the great Yentidius she presents. 
Whom she can never count her enemy. 
Because he loves her lord. 

Vmt. Tell her ril none on't ; 
I'm not ashamed of honest poverty: 
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Not all tlie diamonds of the East can bribe 
Ventidins from bis faith. I hope to see 
These,, and the rest of all her sparkling store, 
Where they shall more deservingly be placed. 

Ant, And who must wear them, then ? 

Vent The wronged Octavia. 

Ant, You might have spared that word. 

Vent, And he that bribe. 

Ant. But have I no remembrance ? 

Alex, Yes, a dear one : 
Your slave, the Queen 

Ant. M y mistr ess. 

Alex, Then your mistTess, 
Your mistress would, she says, have sent her soul, 
But that you had long since ; she humbly begs 
This ruby bracelet, set with bleeding hearts 
(The emblem of her own) may bind your arm. 

'*~~' [I'resenttng a bracelet 

Vent, Now, my best lord, in honour's name, I ask you, 
For manhood's sake , and for your own dear safety, 
Touch Tint thftSft p oJSOn'd gifts. 
Infected by the sender ; toucn them not ; 
Myriads of bluest plagues lie underneath them. 
And more than aconite has dipp'd the silk. 

Ant, Nay, now you grow too cynical, Ventidius : 
■A lady's favours may be worn with honour, 
what, to refuse her bracelets 1 on my" flOUl; — 
When I lie pensive in my tent alone, 
'Twill pass the wakeful hours of winter nights 
To tell those pretty beads upon my arm. 
To count for every one a soft embrace, 
A melting kiss at such and such a time ; 
And now and then the fury of her love, 
When And what harm's in this ? 

Alex, None, none, my lord, 
But what's to her, that now 'tis past for ever. 

Ant, [Going to tie t/.] We soldiers are so awkward — 
help me to tie it* 

Alex, In faith, my lord, we courtiers, too, are awkward 
In these affairs ; so are all men, indeed — 
Even I, who am not one. But shall I speak? 

ArU, Yes, fireely.^ 
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Alex. Then, mj lord, fair haude alone 

Are fib to tie it ; slie who Bent it can. 

Vent. Hell ! death ! this eunuoh pander ruins you. 
You will not flee her ) 

[Alexas wkitperg an attendant, who goes out. 

Ant. But to take my leava 

Vent. Then I have washed an Ethiop. You're nadona: 
You^ in the to ils ; you're taken; you're destroyed — 
Ser eyes do ( Jtesa r's w oy£ 

Ant. You fear too soon, 
I'm constant to myself : I know my strength ; 
And yet she shall not think me barbarous neither. 
Bom in the depths of Afric ; I'm a Boman, 
Bred to the rules' of soft humanity. 
A guest, and kindly used, should bid farewelL 

Veni. You do not know 
How weak you are to her ; how much an^in&nt ; 
You are not proof against a smile, or glance ; 
A sigh will quite disarm you. 

AtiL See, she comes ! 
Now you shall find your error. Gods, I thank you ; 
I formed the danger greater than it was. 
And now 'tis near, 'tis lessened. 

Vent. Mark the end yet. 

Bnler Cleopatra, CHARtalON, and Iras. 

Ant. Well, madam, we are met. 

Cleo. Is this a meeting 1 
Then, we must part 1 

Ant. We must. 

Cleo. Who says we must t 

Ant. Our own hard fates. 

Cleo. We make thoae fates ourselves. 

Ant. Yes, we have made them; we have loved each 
Unto OUT mutual ruin. [other 

Cleo. The gods have seen my joya with envious eyes ; 
I have no friends in heaven ; and all the world 
(As 'twere the business of mankind to part ua) 
Is armed against my love : even you, yourself 
Join with the rest ; you, you are armed against me. 

Ant. I will be justified in all I do 
To lat« posterity, and therefore hear me. 
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If I mix a lie 

With Hoiy truth, reproach me freely with it : 
Else, favour me with silence. 

Cleo. You command me, 
And I am dumb. 

Vent. I like this well — he shows authority. 

Anl. That I derive my ruin 
From you alone 

Cleo. heavens ! I ruin you ! 

Ant. You promised me your ailenoe, and you break 
Ere I have scarce begun. 

Cleo. Well, I obey you. 

Ant. When I beheld you first, it was in Egypt, 
Ere Csesar saw your eyes ; you gave me love, 
And were too young to know it ; that I settled 
Your father in his throne, was for your sake, 
I left the acknowledgment for time to ripen. 
CffiBar atepp'd in, and with a greedy hand 
Plucked the green fruit, ere the first blush of red. 
Yet cleaving to the bough. He was my lord. 
And was, beside, too great for me to rival. 
But I deserved you first, though he enjoyed you. 
When, after, I beheld you in Cilicia, ' 

An enemy to Rome, I pardoned you. .- 

Cleo. I cleared myself ^ '^,. 

Ant. Again you break your promise. ~'^ 

I loved you still, and took your weak excuses. 
Took you into my bosom, stained by Csesar, 
And not half mine. I went to Egypt with you, 
And hid me irom the business of the world. 
Shut out inquiring nations from my sight, 
To give whole years to you. 

Vent. Yes, to your shame be't spoken. [Aside. 

Ant. How I loved, 
Witness ye days and nights, and all ye hours, 
That danced away with down upon your feet. 
As all your business were to count m.y passion. 
One day pass'd by, and nothing saw but love ; 
Another came, and still 'twas only love. 
The suns were wearied out with looking on, 
And I untired with loving. 
I saw you every day, and all the day; 
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And every day was still but as the first — 
So eager was I still to see you more. 

Vent 'Tis all too true. 

Ant Fulvia, my wife, grew jealous, 
As she indeed had reason; raised a war 
In Italy, to call me back* 

Vent, But yet 
You went not. 

Ant. While within your arms I lay, 
The world fell mouldering from my hands each hour. 
And left me scarce a grasp (I thank your love for't). 

Vent Well push'd : thatlast was home. 

Cleo, Yet may I speak 1 

Ant. If I have urged a falsehood, yes ; else, not. 
Your silence says I have not. Fulvia died 
(Pardon, you gods ! with my unkindness died). 
To set the world at peace, I took Octavia, 
This Csesar^s sister ; in her pride of youth, 
And flower of beauty did I wed that lady. 
Whom blushing I must praise, because I left her. 
You called ; my love obeyed tiie fatal summons: 
This raised the Koman arms; the cause was yours. 
I would have fought by land, where I was stronger ; 
You hindered it : yet when I fought at sea. 
Forsook me fighting ; and (O stain to honour ! 
O lasting shame !) I knew not that I fled ; 
But fled to follow you. 

Vent. What haste she made to hoist her purple sails I 
And, to appear magnificent in flight. 
Drew half our strength away. 

Ant. All this you caused. 
And would you multiply more ruins on me] 
This honest man, my best, my only Mend, 
Has gathered up the shipwreck of my fortunes ; 
Twelve legions I have left, my last recruits. 
And you have watched the news, and bring your eyes 
To seize them too. If you have ought to answer. 
Now speak, you have free leave. 

Alex. [Aside.] She stands confounded: 
Despair is in her eyes. 

Vent Now lay a sigh in th' way, to stop his passage : 
Prepare a tear, and bid it for his legions ; 
'Tis like they shall be sold. 
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Cleo. 'H.ow Bhall I plead my cause when you my judge, 

Already harre condemned mel Shall I bring 

The love you bore me for my advocate 1 

That now is turned againat me, that destroys me ; 

For love once past ia, at the best, forgotten; 

But ofbener aours to hat« : 'twill please my lord 

To ruin me, and therefore I'll be guilty. 

Sut, could I once have thought it would have pleased you. 

That you would pry, with narrow searching eyes, 

Into my feults, severe to my destruction, 

And watching all advantages with care, 

Tha,t serve to make me wretched 9 Speak, my lord, 

For I end here. Though I deserve this usage, 

Was it like you to give it i 

Ant. O, you wrong me, 
To think I sought this parting, or desired 
To accuse you more than what will clear myself. 

And justify this breach. 

Cleo. Thus low I thank you. 
And, since my innocence will not offend, 
I shall not blush to own it. 

Vent. After this 
I (ihink she'll blush at nothing. 

Cleo. You seem gtieved 
(And therein you are kind) that Ceesar first 
JSnjoyed my love, though you deserved it better ; 
I grieve for that, my lord, much more than you, 
For, had I first been yours, it would have saved 
My second choice; I never had been his, ' 
And ne'er had been but yours. But Cffisar firet, j 
you say, possessed my love. Not so, my lord : ( 

He first possessed my person, you my love ; ) 

Csesar loved me ; but I loved Antony. 
If I endured Mm after, 'twas because 
I judged it due to the first name of men ; 
Ajid, half constrained, I gave, as to a tyrant, 

Wiiat he would take by force. '~ 

Fen*. O syren ! syren ! 
Yet grant ^a.t all the love she boasts were true, 
Has she not ruined you 1 I still urge that. 
The fetal consequence. 

Cleo. The consequence, indeed. 
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For I dare challenge him, my greatest foe, 
To say it was designed ; 'tis true, I loved you, 
And kept you far from an uneasy wife 
(Such Fulvia was). 

Yes, but he'll say, you left Octavia for me ; — 
And, can you blame me to receive that love. 
Which quitted such desert for worthless me 1 
How often have I wished some other Caesar, 
Great as the first, and as the second young. 
Would court my love, to be refused for you ! 

^ent. Words, words; but Actium, sir, remember 
Actium. 

Cleo, Even there, I dare his malice. True, I counselled 
To fight at sea ; but I betrayed you not. 
I fl ed, but not to the enemy. *Twas fear ; 
K Would I had been a man, not to have feared, 
\\ For none would then have envied me your Mendship, 
J W ho envy me your love. 

Ant We're both unhappy : 
If nothing else, yet our iU fortune parts us. 
Speak : would you have me perish by my stay 1 

Cleo. If as a friend you a£^ my judgment, go ; 
If as a lover, stay. If you must perish : 
'Tis a hard word ; but stay. 

Vent, See now the effects of her so boasted love ! 
She strives to drag you down to ruin with her ; 
But, could she 'scape without you, oh how soon 
Would she let go her hold, and haste to shore. 
And never look behind ! 

Gleo. Then judge my love by this. 

[Giving ANTomr a writing. 
Could I have borne 
A life or death, a happiness or woe 
From yours divided, this had given me means. 

Ant. By Hercules ! the writing of Octavius ! 
I know it well : 'tis that proscribing hand, 
Toung as it was, that led the way to mine, 

And left me but the second place in murder 

See, see, Ventidius ! here he offers Egypt, 
And joins all Syria to it, as a present, 
So, in requital, she forsake my fortunes, 
And join her arms mth hiB. 
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Cleo. And yet yon leave me ! 
You leave me, Antony ; and, yet 1 love you. 
Indeed, I do : I have refused a kingdom ; 
That's a trifle ; 

For T coiJd part with life — with any thing, 
But only you. O let me die but with you I 
Is that a hard request 1 

Aiil. Next living with you, 
'Tia aU that heaven can give. 

Alea:. He melts; we conquer. [Aside, 

Cho. No : You shaL go ; your interest calls you lience ; 
Yes, your dear interest pulls too strong for these 
"Weak arms to hold you here— — [Takes his hamtl. 

Go, leave me soldier, 

(For you're no more a lover) — leave me dying ; 
Push me all pale and panting from your bosom, 
And, when your march begins, let one run after 
Breathless ^most for joy, and cry. She's dead ; 
The Holdiei's shout ; you then perhaps may sigh, 
And muster all your Roman gravity ; 
Veotidius chides ; and straight your brow cleara up. 
As I had never been. 

Ant. Gods, 'tis too much : too much for man to beai". 

Cho. What is't for me, then, 
A weak forsaken woman, and a lover ! 
Here let me breathe my last ; envy me not 
This minute in your arms ; I'll die apace. 
As fast as e'er I can, and end your trouble. 

Ant. Die! rather let me perish : loosened nature 
IjCap from its hinges, sink the props of heaven, 
And fall the skies to crush the nether world. 
My eyes, my soul, my all ! [Embraces Jier. 

Vent. And what's this toy. 
In balance with your fortune, honour, fame 1 

Ant. "What is't, Ventidius t It outweighs them all : 
Why we have more than conquered Ctesar now ; 
My Queen's not oiJy innocent, but loves me. 
This, this is she who drags me down to ruin ! ._^_. 
But, could she 'scape without me, with what haste / '\ ' 
Would she let slip her hold, and make to shore, 1 \ 
And never look behind! .-^ 

Down on thy knees, blasphemer as thou art, 
And ask forgiveness of wronged innocence. 
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VenJt. I'll rather die than take it. Will you go? 

AvU. Go ! whither 1 Go from all that's excellent ! 
Faith, honour, virtue, — all good things forbid, 
That I should go from her, who sets my love 
Above the price of kingdoms ! Give, you gods, 
Give to your boy, your Caesar, 
This rattle of a globe to play withal — 
This gewgaw world — and put him cheaply off; 
I'll not be pleased with less than Cleopatra. 

Cfoo. She's wholly yours. My heart's so full of joy 
That I shall do some wild extravagance 
Of love in public ; and the foolish world, 
Which knows not tenderness, will think me mad. 

"ITenJt, O women ! women ! women ! all the gods 
Have not such power of doiug good to man, 
As you of doing harm. \Ewt. 

Ant. Our men are armed. 
Unbar the gate that leads to Csesar^s camp ; 
I would revenge the treachery he meant me: 
And long security makes conquest easy. 
I'm eager to return before I go; 
For, all the pleasures I have known, beat thick 
On my remembrance: how I long for night! 
That both the sweets of mutual love may try. 
And triumph once o'er Caesar ere we die. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. Scene I. 

At one door, enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and 
Alexas, a train q/* Egyptians : Ati^ other Antony 
a/nd Romans. The entrcmce on both aides is prepwred 
by music; the trumpets first sounding on Antony's 
pa/rt: then answered by timbrels, d:c,, on Cleopatra's. 
Charmion and Iras hold a laurel wreath bet/udoet ihenn, 
A dance of Egyptians. After the ceremony, Cleo- 
patra crowns Antony. 

ArU, I thought how those white arms would fold me in. 
And strain me close, and melt me into love; 
So, pleased with that sweet image, I sprung forward, 
And added all my strength to every blow. 



Cleo. Come to me, come, my soldier, to my arma, 
YoiiVe been too long away from my embraces; 
But, when I liave you fast, and all my own, 
"With broken nmnmirB, and with amorous sighs, 
ni say, you were unkind and punish you, 
And mark you red with many an eager kiss. 

Ant. My brighter Venus ! 

Cleo. my greater Mara ! 

Ant. Thou join'st us well, my love! 
Suppose me come from the Phlegrtean plains. 
Where gasping giants lay, cleft by my sword : 
And mountain tops pared off each other blow, 
To bury those I slew; Receive me. goddess : 
Let C»sar spread his subtle netSj like Vulcan, 
In thy embraces I would be beheld 
By heaven and earth at once ; 
Ajid make their envy what they meant their sport. 
Let those who took us blush; I would love on 
With awful state, i-egardless of their frowns, 
As their superior go^,^ /^ /" 



Y nf Jn^ft^ in tJifln^i, 



K^Tij nypiJ, t!])riii_sji]l ftrt n"'^; pqrpfitiiflil FP""g ■' 
lajn thy arm a;-the ripened fruit but falls. 
And blossoms rise to fill its empty place; 
And 1 grow rich by giving. 

Enter Ventidius, and stands apart, 

Alex. 0, now the danger's past, your general comes. 
He joins not in your joys, nor minds your triumphs; 
But, with contracted brows, looks frowning on, 
As envying your success. 

Ant Now, on my soul, he loves me; truly loves me; 
He never flattered me in any yice. 
But awes me with his virtue: even this miniite 
Methinks ho has a right of chiding me. 
Lead to the temple ; I'll avoid his presence ; 
It checks too strong upon me. \^Ex»u,nt the rest. 

\Aa Antont is going, Ventidius pvlls him by tlte rohe. 

Vent. Emperor! 

Ant. "Ks the old argument; I prithee spare me. 

\Looking back. 

Vent. But this one hearing. Emperor. 



In 
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AnL Let go 
My robe; or, by my father Hercnlee 

Vent. By Hercules'a father, that's yet greater, 
I bring yon somewhat you wonld wi^ to know. 

AnL Thou see'at we an observed; attend me here. 
And 111 return. [JSicit. 

VenL I'm waning in his fevonr, yet I love him ; 
I lore this man, who runs to meet his rain; 
And, sure the gods, like me, ture fond of him : 
His virtnes lie so mingled with his crimes. 
As would confound their choice to punish ouo. 
And not reward the other. 

£iUer AnTQNY. 

AfU. We can conquer. 
You see, without your aid. 
We hftve dislodged their troops, 
They look on us at a distance, and, like cure 
Scap'd from the lion's paws, they bay &f off, | 
And lick their wounds, and faintly threaten war. 
Five thousand Romans with their fiices upward 
Lie breathless on the plain. 

Ten*. Tia well : and he 
Who lost them, coidd have spared ten thousand more. 
Yet if, by this advantage you could gain 
An easier peace, while Csesar doubts the chance 
Of arms ! 

Ant. think not on't, Yentidius; 
The boy pursues my ruin, he'U no peace; 
His malice is confederate in advantage; 
O, he's the coolest murderer, so staa^. 
He kills, and keeps his temper. 

Vent Have you no friend 
111 all his army, who has power to move himi 
Mecwnas or Agrippa might do much. 

AiU. They're both too much in Cesar's interests. 
We'll work it out by dint of sword, or perish. 

Ks«(. Fain would I find some otier. 

A'/U. Thank thy love. 
l~!ome four or five such victories as this 
Will save thy farther pains. 

Vmt. Expect no more; Cnsar is on his guard : 
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I know, Sir, you have conquered against adds; 

But still you draw siippliea fj-oni one poor town. 

And of Egyptians; he has all tho woild, 

And, at his beck, nations come pouring in, 

To fill the gaps you make. Pmy think again. , \!^ 

Ant. Why doat thou drive me from mysel f to search ,>^ 

For foreign aids, to hunt my memory, 
And Tange all o'er a waste and baiTen place 
To find a friend? The wretched havn no friends — 
Yet I had one, the bravest youth of Rome, 
"Whom Csesar loves beyond tho loyo of women ; 
He Could resolve his mind, aa fii-u does wax. 
From that hard, rugged image melt him down 
And monid him in what softer form he pleased. 

Vent. Him would I see; that man, of all the world. 
Just such a one we want. j 

Ant. He loved me too, , | ' 

I was his soul, he lived not but in me ; ' " 

"We were so closed within each other's bi^easta, 1. 

The rivets were not found that joined us first. JB, 

That does not reach us yet- we were so mised, T^^ 

As meeting streams, both to ourselves were lost; ■■ ' 

We were one mass; we could not give or take, 
But from the sam e : for he was I. I he. 

Vent. He moves as I would wish him. \Aside. 

Ant. After this, 
I need not tell his name ; 'twas Dolabella. 

Venl. He's now in CiEsai''3 camp. 

Ant. No matter where, Y 

Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 
That I forbade him Cleopatra's sight. 

Because I feared he loved her. He confessed ' 

He had a warmth, which, for my sake he stifled; 
For 'twere impossible that two, so one, 

Should not have loved the same. When, he departed, ^ ^ 

He took no leave, and that confirmed my thoughts. 

Vent. It argues that he loved you more than her. -» 

Else he had stayed; but he perceived you jealous, 
And would not grieve his friend. I know he loves you. 

AtU. I should have seen liim then ere now, , 

VenL Perhaps 
He has thus long been lab'ring for your peace. 
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Ant, Would he were here. 

Vent Would you believe he loved youl 
I read your answer in your eyes you would. 
Not to conceal it longer, he has sent 
A messenger from Caesar's camp, with letters. 

Ant Let him appear. 

Vent 1*11 bring him instantly. 

JSxit Ventidius, and re-enters immediateli/ loith 

DOLABELLA. 

Ant. 'Tis he himself, himself, by holy friendship ! 

[Euna to embrace him. 

Art thou returned at last, jny better-half 1 ,, 

Come, give me all myself. 

Let me not live, 

If the young bridegroom, longing for his night. 

Was ever half so fond. 

Bola. I must be silent, for my soul is busy 
/ About a nobler work; she's new come home. 

Like a long-absent man, and wanders o'er 

Each room, a stranger to her own, to look 

If all be safe. 
/^ Ant Thou hast what's left of me. 

' For I am now so sunk from what I was, 

Thou find'st me at my lowest water-mark, 

The rivers that ran in and raised my fortunes. 

Are all dried up, or take another course ; 

What I have left is from my native spring: 

Tve still a heart that swells, in scorn of fate. 

And lifts me to my banks. 

Bola, Still you are lord of all the world to me. 
Ant. Why, then I yet am so, for thou art all. 

If I had any joy when thou wert absent, 

I grudged it to myself, methought I robbed 

Thee of thy part. But, Oh my Dolabella ! 

Thou hast beheld me other than I am. 

Hast thou seen my morning chamber filled 

With sceptered slaves, who waited to salute me? 

With Eastern monarchs, who forgot the sun, 

To worship my uprising 1 Menial kings 

Ran courting up and down my palace-yard, 

Stood silent in my presence, watched my eyes, 



And at my least command, all started out, 
Like racers to the goal. 

Dola. Slaves to your fortune. 

Ant. Fortune is Ctesar'a now ; and^w^t. mn T 1 

Vent. What yon have made yourself; I will not flatter. 

Ant. Is tjijg_fnfinflly dnnn] 

Dola. "^ea, when his end is so, I must join with him ; 
Indeed I must, and yet you must not chide : 
"Why am I else your friend i 

Ant. Take heed, young man, 
How thou upbraid'st my love ; the queen has eyes, 
And thou too hast a soul. Canst thou rememler 
When, swelled with hatred, thou beheld'st her first 
As accesaavy to thy brother's death) 

Dola. Spare my remembrance ; 'twaa a guilty day, 
And still the blush hangs here. 

Ant. To clear herself, 
For sending him no aid, she came from Eg3^t, 
Her galley down the silver Cydnos rowed, 
The tackling silk, the streamers waved with gold. 
The gentle winds were lodged in purple sails; 
Her nymphs, like Nereids, round her couch were placed ; 
Where she, another sea-bom Venus, lay. 

Dola. No more, I would not hear it. 

Ant. Oh, you must! 
She lay, and leant her cheek upon her hand, 
And cast a look so languishingly sweet, 
As if, secure of all beholders' hearts. 
Neglecting she could take them ; boys, like cupids. 
Stood fanning, with their painted wings, the winds 
That played about her face ; but if she smiled, 
A darting glory seemed to blaze abroad: 
That men's desiring eyes were never wearied, 
But bung upon the object : to soft flutes 
The silver oars kept time ; and while they played 
The hearing gave new pleasure to the sight. 
And both to thought. 'Twas heaven, or somewhat more 
For she so charmed all hearts, that gazing crowds 
Stood panting on the shore, and wanted breath 
To give their welcome voice. 
Tlien, Dolabella, where was then tJiy soul 1 
Was not thy fury quite disarmed with wonderl 
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Didst thou not shrink behind me &otn thoae eyes, 
And vhiaper in my ear :— Oh tell her not 
That I accoaed her of my brother's death 1 

Dola. And should my. weakness be aplea for yoiiral 
Mine was an age when love might be excused, 
When kindly warmth, and when my springing youth 
Made it a debt to nature. Yours 

Vera. Speak boldly. 
Yours, he would say, in your declining age, 
When no more heat was left but what you forced, 
When all the sap was needful for the trunk, 
When it went down, then they constrained the course. 
And robbed from nature, to supply desire; 
In you (I would not use so hard a word) 
Tis but plain dotage. 

Ant Hal 

Dola. 'Twaa urged too home. 
But yet the loss was private that I made; 
'Twas but myself I lost ; I lost no legions ; 
I had no world to lose, no people's love, 
"" Artt. This from a friend? 

Sola. Yes, Antony, a true one : 
A friend so tender that each word I speak 
Stabs my own heart, before it reach your ear. 
O, judge me not less kind because I chide; 
To Ctesar I excuse you, 

Aiit. O ye gods! 
Have I then lived to be excused to Cfesarl 

Dola. As to your equal. 

Aiil. Well, he's but my equal ; 
While I wear this he never shall be more. 

Bola. I bring conditions from him. 

Ant. Are they noble t 
Mothinks thou shouldstuot bring them else; yet he 
Is full of deep dissembling; knows no honour 
Divided from his interest Fate mistook him: 
For nature meant him for an usurer; 
He's fit, indeed, to buy, not conquer kingdoms. 

FenC. Then, granting this, 
What power was theirs who wrought so hard a temper 
To honourable terms) 

Ant. It was my Dolabells, or some god. 
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Dola. Nor I; nor yet MocreimB, nor Agrippn: 
They were your enemies ; and I, a friend, 
Too weak aJone; yet 'twas a. Ronuui deed. 

Ant. 'Twas like a Roman done: stow me that man 
Who has preserved my life, my love, my honour; 
Let me but see his face. 

Vent. That task is mine. 
And, heaven, thou know'at how pleasing. [Exit Vent. 

Dola. You'll remember 
To whom you stand obliged 1 

Ant. When I forget it, 
Be thou unkind, and that's my greatest curse. 
My Queen shall thank him too. 

DoUt. I fear she will not. 

Ant. But she shall do't: the Queen, my Dolabellal 
Hast thou not still some grudginga of thy fever 1 

Sola. I would not Bee her lost. 

Ant. When I forsake her, 
Leave me, my better stai-s; for she has truth 
Beyond her beauty. Csesar tempted her. 
At no less price than kingdoms, to betray me; 
But she resisted aU ; and yet thou chidest me 
For loving her too well. Could I do so i 

Dola. Yes, there's my reason. 

He-enter Ventidius, wi(A Octavia, leading Antony's 
two Utile daughters. 

Ant. Where! Octavia there ! 

Vent, What, is she poison to you— 
Look on her, view her well, and those she brings. , r "^ 
Are they all strangers to your eyes ? Has nature ' ' 
No secret call, no whisper they are yours 1 

Dela. For shame, my lord, if not for love, receive them 
With kinder eyes. If you confess a man, 
Meet them, embrace them, bid them welcome to you. 
Your arms should open, even without your knowledge, 
To clasp them in; your feet should turn to wings, 
To bear you to them; and your eyes dart out, 
And aim a kiss era you could reach the lips. 

Ant. I stood amazed to think how they came hither. 

Vent. I sent for them, I brought them in, unknown 
To Cleopatra's guards. 
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Bola. Y«t, are you coldt 

Oct. Thus long I have attended for mj welcome; 
Whioh, as a stnnger, sore I might expect. 
Who am II 

■ jjijT^Mar^ajjator. -^ 

Oct. T hat's un kind ! 
Had I Seen nothing^ore than Cnsar's Bister, 
Know I bad atil] remtuned in Cnsar'a camp; 
But yonr OctaTia, joor much injured wife, 
Though banished &om your bed, driven from your house, 
In spite of Cesar's sister, still is yonre. 
"T\s true, I have a heart disdains your coldness, 
Aiul prompts me not to seek what you should offer; 
But A wife's virtue still surmounts that pride ; 
I come to claim you as my own ; to show 
My duty first, to ask, nay b^, your kindness. 
Your band, my lord : 'tis mine, and I will hs.ve it. 

[Taking ln» hand. 

Vent. Do take it ; thou deseiVst it 

Bola. On my sotd. 
And HO she does ; she's neither too submissive 
Nor yet too haughty : but ao just a mean 
Shows, as it ought, a wife and Bomaii too. 

Ant. I fear, Octavia, you have begged my life. 

0((. Begged it, my lord ) 

Aid. Yes, b^ged it, my ambassadress. 
Poorly and basely begged it of your brother. 

Oct. Poorly and basely I could never beg. 
Nor could my brother grant. 

Ant. Shall I, who to my kneeling slave could say, 
Rise up and be a king- — «hall I fall down 
And cry, Forgive me, Cieaar 1 Shall I set 
A man, my equal, in the place of Jove, 
Ab he could give me being? No ; that word, 
Forgive, would choke me up, 
And die upon my tongue. 

Dolct. You shall not need it. 

Alii. I will not need it. Come, you've all betmyed me; 
My friend, too I to receive some vile conditions. 
My wife has bought me wi(b_ber j>raYera and tears ; 
And now T must be come her branded sla vg ' 

In every peoviati mood she will upbnu<^' 
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The life she gave ; if I but look awiy, 
She cries, 111 tell my brother. 

Oct. My hard fortune 
Subjectfl me still to your unkind mistakes. 

But the conditioaB I have brought are such ^-> 

You need not blush to take. I lovejsar.JiQnour, ,i rj^ \~'^AJ^-^ , 
Becaufle j;iB jnine ; '^ Tiaypr gjinll ''? snid ^[x^j. fJU^-'f^'^^^ 

_^O ctavia B husband was he r brother's slav e. P ^ 

Sir, you are free — free, e'en from her you loathe ; ^ 

For, tho' my brother bargains for your love, 
Makes me the price and cement of your peace, 
I have a soul like yours ; I cannot take 
Your love as alms, nor beg what 1 deserve. 
I'll tell my brother we are reconciled ; 
Se shall draw back his troops, and you shall march 
To rule the East i I may be di-opt at Athens j 
No matter where, I never will complain. 
But only keep the barren name of wife, 
And rid you of the trouble. 

Vent. Was ever such a strife of sullen honour ! 
Both scoru to be obliged. 

Dola. O, she has touched him in the tonderest part; 
See Low he reddens with despite and shame 
To be outdone io generosity ! 

Venl. See how he winks 1 how he dries up a tear. 
That fain would fall ! 

Avi. Octavia, I have heard you, and must praise 
The greatness of your soid ; 
But cannot yield to what you have proposed : 
For I can ne'er be conquered but b y love ; 
"TAnd you do ail f or duty. You would free me. 
And would be dropt at Athena ; was't not bo 1 

Oct It was, my lord. 

Anl. Then I must be obliged 
To one who loves me not ; who, to herself, 
3Iay call me thankless and ungrateful man : 
I'll not endure it ; no. 

Vent. I'm glad it pinches there, 

Oct "Would you triumph o'er poor Octavia's virtue^ 
That pride was all I had to bear me up ; 
That you might think you owed me for your life, 
And owed it to ray duty, not my love. 
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I have been injured, and mj haughty soul 
Could brook but ill the man. who slights my bed. 

Ant, Therefore, you love me not. 

Oct. Therefore, my lord, 
I should not love you. 

Ant, Therefore, you would leave me f 

Oct, And, therefore, I should leave you — if I oould. 

Dola. Her soul's too g reat, after such injuries, 
To say sh e loyesj^ and j^et she lets you see it. 
Her modesty a nd silence plead IT er caus e. 

Ant, O, i)olabella,~wEich~way sEairi tumi 
I find a secret yielding in my soul ; 
But Cleopatra, who would die with me, 
Must she be left ] Pity pleads for Octavia, 
But does it not plead more for Cleopatra % 

Vent, Justice and pity both plead for Octavia ; 
For Cleopatra, neither. 

One would be ruined with you ; but/^e first y 
Had ruined you : the other you have ruined, 
And yet she would preserve you. 
In everything their merits are unequal. 

Ant, O, my distracted soul ! 

Oct Sweet heaven, compose it. 
Come, come, my lord : if I can pardon you, 
Methinks you should accept it. Look on these ; 
Are they not yours ? or stand they thus neglected 
As they are mine 9 Go to him^ children, go; 
Kneel to him, take him by the hand, speak to him ; 
For you may_ speak, and he may own you, too , 
Witnout a blusE j and sdlie*^miot all 
His children : Go, I say, and pull him to me, 
And pull him to yourselves, from that bad woman. 
You, Agrippina, hang upon his arms ; 
And you, Antonia, clasp about his waist : 
K he will shake you off, if he will dash you 
Against the pavement, you must bear it, children ; 
For you are mine, and I was bom to suffer. 

[Here the children go to him, ttc. 

Vent, Was ever sight so moving ! Emperor ! 

Dola, Friend I 

Oct, Husband ! 
^\j,') Both Child, Fai^eT \ 
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AtU. I aw vanquished : Take me, 
Octavia; take me, children; fihare me all, [^mbracivg 
I've been a thriftless debtoi.' to your laves, [t/tem. 

And run out much in riot from your stock ; 
But all shall be amended. 

Oct. O bleat hour ! 

Dola. bappy change ! 

Vent. My joy stops at my tongue, 
But it has found two channels here for one, 
And bubbles out above. 

Jni. [To OGtama,.] This is thy triumph : lead me where 
EVn to thy brother's camp. [thou wilt : 

Oct. All there are yours. 

Eater Albxas hastily. 

Alex. The Queen, my mistress, sir, and yours— — 

Ant. 'Tia past. Octavia, you shall stay this night ; 
To-morrow, Ctesar and we are one. 

Wa;. leading Oct. Dola. and the children /oUow. 

VenU. There's news for you ; run, my officious eunuch, 
Be BUT© to he the first ; hasto forward ; 
Haste, my dear eunuch, haste. \Exit. 

Alex. This downright fighting fool, this thick-sculled 
This blunt, unthinking instrument of deatb, [hero, 

"With plain, dull virtue, has out-gone my wit : 
Pleasure forsook my earliest infancy, 
The luxury of others_rolihfidjiiy_cradle. 
And raririied" thence the promise of a man ; 
Uast o ut fro m .Nature, di sinherit ed 
Of what her meanest children claim by kind ; 
Ye^ greatttess Eept me from contempt : that's gone. 
Had Cleopatra followed my advice, 
Then he had been betrayed, who now forsakes. 
She dies for love ; but she has know n its joys ; 
Gods is. thta just, that I, wFo know no joys. 
Must die, be cau spi shp In vpJi^ 

Enter Cleopatea, Chabmion, Ieas, arul Train. 
Oh, madam, I have seen what blasts my eyes ! 
Octavia's here ! 

Cleo. Peace with that raven's note. 
I know it too ; and now am in 
The pangs of death. 
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Alax. Yon are no more a Queen ; 




Oko. What t«irst thou me of Egypt Y 
My life, my soul, is lost I Octavia lus lum ! 

fatal name to Cleopatra's love 1 

My kisses, my embraces, aow are hers: 

"Vnule I But thou hast seen my rival: apeak. 

Does she deserve this blessing I Is she fair) 
Bright as a goddess f and is all perfection 
Coined to her 1 It is. Poor I was made 
Of that coarse matter which, when she was finished, 
The gods threw ty for rubbish. 

AUx. She's indeed a very mirscle. 

Cleo. Death to my hopes, a miracle! 

Alex. A miracle J [Bmoing, 

1 m^n of goodneasj for in beauty, madam, 
Tou mdie all wonders ceased ' ~'~' 

Cleo. I was too rash : 
Take this in part of recompense. But, ob, \Giving a 
I fear thou flatterest me. \ring. 

Char. She comes! she's here! 

Irag. Fly, madam ; Oiesar's sister I 

Cleo. Were she the sister of the Thunderer Jove, 
And bore her brother's lightning in her eyes, 
Thus would I lace my rival. 

Meets OcTAviA vdtk Ventidius. Octavia bears up to her. 
Their Trains amte v.p on either side. 

Oct. I need not ask if you are Cleopatra, 
Your hau^ty carriage 

Clso. Shows I am a Queen : 
Nor need I ask who you are. 

Oc<._A^i^nan: 
A name that makes and can unmake a Queen. 

Cleo. Your lord, the maa who serves me, is a Boman. 

Oct. He was a RomaiT, till he loaflEat name 
To be a slave in Egypt ; but I come 
To freeTiim t"Eence." 

Cleo. Peace, peace, my lover's Juno. 
When he grew weary of that household clog. 
He chose my easier bonds. 

Oct. I wonder not ^ 
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Your bonds are easy ; you have long been practised 

In that laacivioiia art. He's not tlie first 

For -whom you spread your snares : let CiBBar witness. 

Cleo. I loved not Csesar ; 'twas but gratitude 
I paid his love. The worst your malice can, 
Is bat to say the greatest of mankind 
Sss been my slava The next, but far above him 
In my esteem, is he whom law calls yours, 
But whom his love made mine. 

Oct. I would view nearer [Comirtg up close to her. 

That face which has so long usurped my right. 
To find the inevitable charms that catch 
Mankind so sure — that ruined my dear lord. 

Gleo. O, you do well to search ; for had you known 
Bot half these charms, you had not lost hia heart. 

Oct. Far be their knowledge from a Eoman lady, 
Far from a, modest wife. Sham e of our_ sgx, 
DcMt thou not blush to own those black endearments 
That make sin pleasing ? 

CUo. You may blush, who want them. 
If bounteous nature, if indulgent heaven 
Have given me charms to please the bravest man. 
Should I not thank them ! — should I -not be ashamed, 
And not be proud 1 1 am, that he has loved me ; 
And when I love not him, heaven change this face 
For one like that. 

Oct. Thou lov'at him not so well. 

Cleo. I love him better, and deserve him more. 

Oct. You do not ; cannot : you have been his ruin. 
Wlio made him cheap at Kome, but Cleopatra 'i 
Who made him scorned abroad, hut Cleopatra J 
At Actium, who betrayed him 1 Cleopatra. 
Who made his children orphans ! and poor me 
A wTetched widow 1 only Cleopatra. 

Cleo. Yet she who loves him best is Cleopatra. 
If you have suflTered, I have sufiered more. 
You bear the specious title of a wife, 
To gild your cause, and draw the pitying world 
To favour it : the world contemns poor me; 
For I have lost my honour, lost my fame. 
And stained the glory of my royal house, 
And all to bear the branded name of mistress. 
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There wants bat life, and that, too, I vould lose 
For him I love. 

Oct. Be it so, then ; take thy wish. [Bxit aunt tuu. 

Cleo. And 'tis my wish, 
Now he is lost for whom alone I livtid. 
My sight grows dim, and every object danoes 
And swims before me in the maze of death. 
My spirits, while they were opposed, kept up ; 
They could not sink beneath a rival's scorn ; 
But now she's gone, they &int. 

Alex. Mine have had leisure 
To recollect their strength, and furnish oooiuel 
To ruin her, who else must ruin you, 

Cleo. Vain promiser ! 
Lead me, my Charmion ; nay, yonr hand too, Iras. 
My grief has weight enough to sink you both. 
Conduct me to some solitary chamber, 
Ajid draw the curtains round ; 
Then leave me to myself, to take alone 
My fill of grief. 

There I till death will hia unkindness weep, 
As harmless infants moan themselves asleep. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT IV. SOEMB I. 
Enter Antony and Dolabella. 

Dola. Why would you shift it firom yooraelf oi 
Can you not tell her you must part ) 

Ant. I cannot 
I could pull out an eye, and bid it go. 
And t'other should not weep. Oh, Dolabella, 
Row many deaths are in this word. Depart ! 
E dare not trust my tongue to tell her so : 
Dae look of hers would thaw me into tears, 
And I should melt till I were lost again. 

Dola. Then let Ventidius ; 
He's rough by nature. 

Ant. Oh, he'll speak too harshly ; 
He'll kill her with the news : thou, only Uiou. 

Dola. Nature has cast me in so soft a movdd. 
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That but to hear a story feignedfor pleasure 
Of some saorioyer s. death , moisten s my eyes, 
Sigj^SjB£SfjT£jn ^^ speak 

So faintly, with such fear to grieve her heart, 
She'd not believe it earnest. 
ArU, Therefore, therefore 
Thou, only thou, art fit:_th^^Jbhyself me, 
And when thou speak'st (but letit first be long) 
Take off the edge from every sharper sound. 
And let our parting be as gently made 
As other loves begin. Wilt thou do this ? 

Bold, What you have said so sinks into my soul 
That, if I must speak, I shall speak just so. 

AtU, I leave you then to your sad task : farewell. 
I sent her word to meet you. 

[Goes to the door, cmd cornea hack, 
I forgot ; 

Let her be told, I'll make her peace with mine : 
Her crown and dignity shall be preserved. 

If I have power with Caesar. Oh, be sure 

To think on that. 
Dola, Fear not, I will remember. 

[Antony goes again to the door, and comes back. 
Ant, And tell her, too, how much I was constrained ; 
I did not this but with extremest force : 
Desire her not to hate my memory. 
For I still cherish hers. Insist on that. 
Boh, Trust me, I'll not forget it. 
Ant, Then that's all. [Goes out amd ret/wms a^ain. 

Wilt thou forgive my fondness this once more % 
Tell her, though we shall never meet again, 
If I should hear she took another love. 
The news would break my heart. — Now I must go ; 
For every time I have returned, I feel 
My soul more tender ; and my next command 
Would be to bid her stay, and ruin both. [Exit, 

Bola, Men are but children of a larger growtli]!^ 
Our appetites as apt to change as theirs, >^ 

And fill as craving too, and full as vain ; 
And yet the soul, shut up in her dark room. 
Viewing so clear abroad, at home sees nothing ; 
But, Hke a mole in earth, busy and blind, 
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Works «U ber foil j np, *itd casta it outward 
To the world's open Tiew: tliiis I diacorsred. 
And bluned the low of mined Anton; ; 
Yet wish th&t I were he, to be ao rained. 

Enter Tbstidius aiove. 

Trnt Alone, and *»iH"g to himself 1 concerned, too 1 
Perliaps mj guess is right ; he loved her once. 
And mttj porsne it stilL 

Dola. Mendahip ! Mendsfaip ! 
Ill canst thou answer this ; and reason, worae : 
I nfaithfiil in the attempt ; hopeless to win : 
And, if I win, undone : mere madness all. 
And yet the occasion's &ir. What injnry 
To him, to wear the robe whidi he throws hyt 

Vent. None, none at all This happeas as I wish, 
To rain her jet more with Antony. 



Sola. She comes ! what charms have sorrow on that 

f^orrow seems plcAsed to dwell with ao much sweetness ; 
^'et, now and then, a melancholy smile 
Ilreaks loose, like lightning, in a winter's ni^t, 
And shows a moment's day. 

Vent. If she should love him too 1 her eunuch there ! 
That porc'pisce bodes ill weather. Draw, draw nearer, 
Sweet devil, that I may bear. 

Alex. Believe me; try 

[DoLABELLA goes over to Chabvioh and I&&8 j 
Menu la talk toUA them. 
To make him jealous ; jealousy is Uke 
A polished glass held to tiiB lips when life's in doubt : 
If there be breath, 'twill catch the damp and show it. 

Cieo. I grant you jealousy's a proof ot love, 
But 'tis a weak and unaviling medicine ; 
It ])utB out the disease, and makes it show, 
But has no power to cure. 

Alex. "Us your last remedy, and strongest too : 
And then this Dolabella, who so fit 
To practice on ] He's handsome, valiant, young, 
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And looks as he were laid for Nature's bait, 

To catch weak women's eyes. I ', ' 

He stands already more than half susi>ected ll i,|' 

Of loving you. The least kind word or glance rli' 

You give this youth, will kindle him with love : ' ^' 

Then, like a burning vessel set adrift, I 

You'll send him down amain before the wind, 

To fire the heart of jealous Antony. •■ 

Cleo. Can I do this 1 Ah no ; niy love's so true, 
That 1 can neither hide it where it is, 
Nor show it where it is not. Natu re meant me 

A wife ; a silly, harmless, househ old dove, f . 

'jW<lj mtti61oJLajl^aiuijttndjwitiiout deceit; ^ ' 

' iiut {"ortune, that has made a mistreaiTorme, 
fl flP<^n i RFiue o'AFT^rt^'^ widgiTror l d j^mfm mshed 
Of l^schood to^ happy^ 

Alea:.~~FoTce yourself. 
The event will he, your lover will return 
I>oubly desirous to possess the good 
Which once he feared to lose. 1 

Cleo. I must attempt it, "*» 

But Oh with what regret I 

[Htnit Alex. Sfie cornea up to Dolabella. 

Vent. So now the scene draws near; they're in my reach. 

Cleo. [To Dola.] Discoursing with my women ! might 
Share in your entertainment 1 [not I 

Chir/i: You have been 
The subject of it, madam. 

Cleo. How! and howl .■■ 

Iras. Such praises of your beauty ! 

Cleo. Mere poetry. 
Your Roman wits, your Gallus and Tibullus, 
Have taught you this from Cytheris and Delia. 

J)ola. Th^e Roman wits have never been in Egypt, 
Cytheris and Delia else had been unsung : 
I, who have seen — had I been bom a poet. 
Should choose a nobler name. 

Cleo. You flatter me. 
But 'tis your nation's vice : all of your country 
Are flatterers and all false. Your friend's like you : 
I'm sure he sent you not to speak these words. 

Doln. No, madam ; yet he sent me 
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CUo. Well, lie Bent yon 

Bola. Of a less pleasing errand, 

Cfeo. How less pleasing ) 
Less to yourself, or me t 

Dula. Madam, to both ; 
For yoo must mourn, and I must grieve to cause it 

Cleo. You, Charmion, and your fellow, stand at 

distance. , 

Hold up, my spirits. Nlffiifc.] Well, now your mournful 

For I'm prepared; perhaps can guess it, too. [matter; 

Dola. I wish you would ; for 'tis a thankless office 
To tell ill news ; and I, of all your sex, 
Most fear displeasing you. 

Clw. Of all your sex, 
I soonest could foc^ve you, if you should. 

~'ent. Most delicate advances I Woman ! woman ! 
IJear, damned, inconstant sex ! 

Cleo. In the first place, 
I am to be forsaken ; is't not so 1 

Diila. I wish I could not answer to &sft question. 

CTeo. Then pass it o'er, because it troubles you : 
I should have been more grieved another time. 

Next, Fm to lose my kingdom Farewell, Egypt! 

Yet, is there any more ! 

Bola. Madam, I fear 
Yoiii- too deep sense of grief haa tamed your reason. 

fUeo. No, no, I'm not i-un mad ; I can bear fortune : 
And love may be expelled by other love, 
As poisons are by poisons. 

BoCa. You o'erjoy me, madam. 
To find your griefs so moderately borne. 
You've heard the worst ; &11 are not false, like him, 

Cleo. No ; heaven forbid they should. 

Bola. Some men are constant. 

CIbo. And constancy deserves reward, that's certain. 

ffi>la. Deserves it not ; but give it leave to hope. 

Vent. I'll swear thou hast my leave. I have enough ; 
But how to manage this ! Well, I'll consider. [Exit. 

Bola. I came prepared 
To tell you heavy news ; news which I thought 
Would fright the blood from your pale cheeks to hear ; 
But you have met it with a cheerfulness 
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That maJces my talk more easy, and my tongue. 
Which on another's message was employed. 
Would gladly speak its own, 

Cleo. Hold, Dolabella. 
First tell mc, were you chosen by my lord 1 
Or (Kraght you this employment 5 

Dola. He picked me out, and, as hia bosom friend, 
Se charged me with his words. 

' CUo. The message, then, 
I know was tender, and each accent smooth, , 
To mollify that nigged word Depart. 

Dola. Oh, you mistake; he chose the harshest words, 
With fiery eyes, and with contracted brows. 
He coined his face in the severest stamp, 
And fury shook his fabric like an earthquake ; 
He heaved for vent, and burst like bellowing Etna, 
In aonncls scarce human, "Hence, away for everl 
liSt her begone, the biot of my renown 
And bane of all my hopes : 

[AU the time of this speech, Cleopatra seem* imrre 
and more concerned, till she sinks quite down. 
Let her be driven as far as man can think 
IVom man's commerce ; she'll poison to the centre." 

Cko. Oh, I can bear no more ! 

Dola. Help, help ! Oh, wretch ! Oh, cursed, cursed 
WLat have I done ! [wretch I 

Char. Help! chafe her temples, Iras. 

Iraa. Bend, bend her forwsud quickly. 

Char, Heaven be praised, 
She comes again ! 

Cleo. Oh, lot him not approach me. 
Why have you brought me back to this loathed being, 
The abode of falsehood, violated vows, 
And injured love 1 For pity, let me go ; 
For, if there be a place of long repose, 
I'm sure I want it. My disdainful lord 
Can never break that quiet ; nor awake 
The sleeping soul, with hoOowing in my tomb 
Snch words as fright her hence : Unkind, unkind. 

Dola. ^Believe me, 'tis against myself I apeak, 
That Bore deserves belief; I injured him : \L 

My friend ne'er spoke those words. Oh, had you s 
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B.owot>tuhftamthMk,aMdt!Wjtiiae 
Witfc so««kiBg ■(« obliging ■■J •»<« kn"!. 

How ateoGt rtn-^iusted Itr his lore be pwted, 
And WwMd i» »A" ""wiU-^y "^ *«* = 
LtmtM- •? I «s,_^loTe.o£j!Bi, 

I forged tl«t lie ; for vhosc fo^TOWss kneels 
\ I ' Hiis srff-^vosed. sftffonidMd cnminmL 
-- ^ fj^ yriih how M>w* *»« hdieve wewJiat we wwh I 

^ Kise, Doll*Wll* ; if too h»Te been guilty, 

I hftT« oontrihuted, wd too modi love 
Has nMd« me f!uUty too. ,. ^ 

The •dvw»ce of kindness wtidi I made was foigned 
To c*U b«?k fleeting 1ot« by jealoosy; 
Bot twoold not l»st. Oh, nOter let mo lose. 
Than so ignoble trifle with hia hwrt. 

j)o^ I find jwar brwBt fenced round from toman 
Tj^nsparent u a rock erf aoUd crystal ; \ieach. 

Seen through, but never piwoed. My friend, my friend. 
What endless trcMure hwt thonthrown away. 
And scattered, like an infimt, in the ocean, 
Vain sums <rf wealth which ixmo can gather Uience. 

Cho. Could you not b^ 
An hour's admittance to hia private earl 
Like one who wanders through long bairen wilda, 
And yet foreknows no hospitable inn 
la near to succour hunger. 
Eats hia £11, before hia painful march : 
So would I feed awhile my fiuniahed eyes 
Before we part ; for I have &r to go. 
If death be fer, and never must return. 

Testidids, toiA OcTATiA, behind. 

VetU. From hence you may discover — O, sweet, svreet ! 
Would you indeed 1 Uie pretty hand in earnest ) 

Sola. I wiU, for thia reward. [Takes her hand. 

Draw it not back, 

"Ob all I e'er will beg. 

TaU. They turn upon ns. 

Oct. What quick eyes has guilt ! 

Vmt. Seem not to have observed them, and go on. 
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TJiey enter. 

Sola. Saw you ths Emperor, Ventidius 7 

Vent. No. 
I sought hiiu, but I heard that he was private, 
None with htm but Hipparchus bis freedman. 

Dola. Know you his businesa 1 

Tenl. Giving him instructions, 
And letters to his brother CieBar. 

Dola. Well, 
He muat be found. [Exeunt Dola. and Clko. 

Oct. Most glorious impudence ! 

Vent She looked, methought, 
As ahe would say, Take your old man, Octavia; 
Thank you, I'm better here. 
Well, but what use 
Make we of this discovery i 

Oct. Let it die. 
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Venl. I pity Dolabella ; but she's dangerous : 4 

BCer eyes have power beyond ThesBalian charma f 

To draw the moon from heaven ; for eloquence, <\*^ 

The sea-green syrens taught her voice tbeir flattery; ', 

And, while she speaks, night ateaJa upon the day, 

XJnmarked of those that hear. Then she's ao charming, • 

Age buds at sight of her, and swells to youth ; ,i 

The holy priests gaze on her when she smiles, ' 

And with heav'd hands, forgetting gravity. 
They bleas her wanton eyes : even I, who hate her. 
With a malignant jox behold suckbeauty ; 
And, wE3e I cursBj^esire it. Antony 
STust needs "have some remains of passion still, 
"WTiich may ferment into a worse relapse. 
If not now fully cured. I know, this minute, 
"With Ctesar he's endeavouring her peace. 

Oct. You have prevailed : But for a farther pvtrpose , ^ 

I'll prove how he wiU relish this discovery. [IToffi* of. 
What, make a strumpet's peace ! it swells my heart ; 
It must not, shall not be. 

Vent. His guards appear. 
Let me begin, and yon shall second me. 

Entffr Antony. 
AnL Octavia, I was looking you, my love : 
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What, are your letters ready 1 I have given 
My last inatructioBB. 

Oct. Mine, my lord, are written. 
ArU. Yentidius ! [Drafwing him aaide. 

Vent. My lord? 
Awt. A word in private. 
When saw you Dolabella? 

Vent. Now, my lord, 
He parted hence ; and Cleopatra with him. 

Ant. Speak softly. 'Twas by my command he went. 
To bear my last fjarewell. 

Vent. It looked, indeed, [Aloud. 

Like your farewell. 

AtU. More softly My farewell ? 

What secret meaning have you in those words 
Of my farewell ? He did it by my order. 

Vent. Then he obeyed your order. I suppose [Aloud. 
You bid him do it with all gentleness. 
All kindness, and all — ^love. 

Ani. How she mourned. 
The poor forsaken creature ! 

Vent. She took it as she ought ; she bore your parting 
As she did CsBsar's, as she would another's. 
Were a new love to come. 

Ant Thou dost belie her ; [Ahud. 

Most basely and maliciously belie her. 

Vent.^ I thought not to displease you ; I have done. 

Oct. [Coming ttp."] You seem disturbed, my lord. 

Ant. A very tnfle. 
Ketire, my love. 

Vent. It was indeed a trifle. 
He sent 

-471^. No more. Look how thou disobeyest me ; 
Thy life shall answer it. [Angrily. 

Oct. Then, 'tis no trifle. 

Vent. [To Oct] 'Tis less : a very nothing ; you, too. 
As well as I, and therefore 'tis no secret. [saw it, 

Ant She saw it ! 

Vent. Yes ; she saw young Dolabella 

Ant. Yoimg Dolabella 1 

Vent. Young — ^I think him young. 
And handsome, too ; and so do others think him. 
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But what of that ? he went by your command ; 

Indeed, 'tis probable, with some kind message ; 

iFor she received it graciously. She smiled, 

And then he grew feuniliar with her hand, 

Squeez'd it, and worried it with ravenous kisses j 

She blushed, and sighed, and smiled, and blushed again ; 

At last she took occasion to talk softly, 

And brought her cheek up close, and leaned on his : 

At which he whispered lasses back on hers ; 

And then she cried aloud, that constaiicy 

Should be rewarded. 

Oct, This I Saw and heard. 

AtU. What woman was it whom you heard and saw 
So playful with my friend ! 
I^ot Cleopatra? 

Vent. Even she, my lord. j^ ^ 

AnJL My Cleopatra l*^"""^ ^^ iy ' .. 

Yeftd. Your Cleopatra j / ^ cfrl^ v . \^ 
Dolabella's Cleopatra ; /^ \^\ "^ 

Every man's Cleopatra. ^ — J 

Ard, Thouliest. 

YefnJt. I do not lie, my lord. 
Is this so strange % Should mistresses be left. 
And not provide against a time of change % 
ITou know she's not much used to lonely nights. 

A'nJt, I'll think no more on't, 
I know 'tis false, and see the plot betwixt you. 
You needed not have gone this way, Octavia. 
What harms it you that Cleopatra's just % 
She's mine no more. I see, and I forgive ; 
Urge it no farther, love. 
• Oc<. Are you concerned 
That she's found false? 

Aid, I should be, were it so ; 
For, though 'tis past, I would not that the world 
Should tax my former choice, that I loved one 
Of so light note ; but I forgive you both. 

Ytmi. What has my age deserved, that you should think 
I would abuse your ears with perjury % 
If heaven be true, she's false. 

A'nJt. Though heaven and earth 
Should witness it, Pll not believe her tainted. 
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Vent, 111 brijog you then a witness 
From hell to prove her so ! Nay, go not back ; 

[Seeing AjuXSABJuat emAeirmg^ and starting hack. 
For stay you must and shalL 

Alex. What means my lord 1 

Vent. To make you do what most you hate — speak 
You are of Cleopatra's private counsel, [truth. 

Of her bed-counsel, her lascivious hours ; 
Are conscious of each nightly change she makes, 
And watch her, as Chaldeans do the moon, 
Can tell what signs she passes through, what day. 

Alex. My noble lord. 

Vent, My most illustrious pander, 
No fine set speech, no cadence, no turned periods, 
But a plain home-spun truth, is what I ask : 
I did, myself, o'erhear your Queen make love 
To Dolabella. Speak ; for I will know. 
By your confession, what mOre passed betwixt them ; 
How near the business draws to your employment ; 
And when the happy hour. 

Ant. Speak truth, Alexas ; whether it offend 
Or please Ventidius, care not. Justify 
Thy injured Queen from malice : dare his worst. 

Oct. [Aside.'] See, how he gives him courage, how he 
To find her false! and shuts his eyes to truth, [feaxs 

Willing to be misled ! 

Alex. As far as love may plead for woman's frailty^ 
Urged by desert and greatness of the lover, 
So far, divine Octavia, may my Queen 
stand even excused to you for loving him 
Who is your lord : so far, from brave Ventidius, 
May her past actions hope a fair report. 

Ant. 'Tis well, and truly spoken ; mark, Ventidius. 

Alex. To you, most noble Emperor, her strong passion 
Stands not excused, but whoMy justified. 
Her beauty's charms alone, without her crown, 
From Ind and Meroe drew the distant vows 
Of fighting kings ; and at her feet were laid 
The sceptres of the earthy exposed on heaps. 
To choose where she would reign : 
She thought a Koman only could deserve her; 
And, of all Bamaaa^ only Aatouy. 
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Andy to be less than wife to ypu, disdained i 

Their lawful passion. [ 

AfU. 'Tis but truth. L 

Alex. And yet, tho' love, and your unmatched desert. If 

Save drawn her from the due regard of honour, 
At last, heaven opened her unwilling eyes 
. To see the wrongs she offered fair Octavia, 
Whose holy bed she lawlessly usurped. \ 

The sad effects of this improsperous war 
Confirmed those pious thoughts. 

VerU, [Aside,'] O, wheel you there ? 
Obserye him liow ; the man begins to mend, ^ 

And talk substantial reason. Fear not, eunuch, I 4 

The Emperor has given thee leave to speak. 

Alex, Else had I never dared to offend his ears 
With what the last necessity has urged 
On my forsaken mistress ; yet I must not 
Presume to say her heart is wholly altered. 

AnL No, dare not for thy life; I charge thee, dare not 
Pronounce that fatal word. ^^ 

Oct, [Aside.] Must I bear this? Good heaven afford me \ l^ 

patience. ^ 

Vent. O, sweet eunuch ; my dear half man, proceed. 

Aleoc Yet Dolabella 
Has loved her long ; he, next my god-like lord. 
Deserves her best ; and should she meet his passion, 
Kejected as she is by him she loved 

Ant. Hence from my sight ; for I can bear no more : 
Xiet furies drag thee qxiick to hell; let all 
The longer damned have rest; each torturing hand 
Do thou employ, till Cleopatra comes. 
Then join thou, too, and help to torture her. 

[Exit Alexas, tkmst out by ANTomr. 

Oct. 'Tis not well, . - 

Indeed, my lord, 'tis much unkind to me, 
To show this passion, this extreme concernment 
For an abandoned, faithless prostitute. 

Ant. Octavia, leave me : I am much disordered ; 
Leave me, I say. 

Oct. My lord! 

Ant. I \M you leave me. 
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VeiU. Obey him, madam ; best withdraw a while, 
And see how this will work. 

Oct. Wherein have I offended you, my lord, 
That I am bid to leave you t Am I false, 
OrinfaBiooar Am I a Cleopatra } 
Weru I she, ~- 

Base as she is, you would not hid me leave you ; 
But hang upon my neck, take slight excuses. 
And fawn upon my falsehood. 

Ant. Tia too much. 
Too much, Octavia ; I am press'd with aoiTows 
Too heavy to be borne, and you add more j 
I would retire , and re collect what's lef t 
Of man within, to aid me. 

Oct. You would mourn 
In private, for your love who has betrayed you. 
You did but half return to me; your kindnese 
Lingered behind with her. I hear, my lord, 
You make conditions for her. 
And would include her treaty. Wondrous proofii 
Of love to me ! 

All!. Are you my friend, Yentidiufll 
Or ur n yoii turned a "Dolabella tOO.. 
And let this fiiry loose } 

Vent. Oh, be advised. 
Sweet madam, and retire. 

Oct. Yea, I will go ; but never to return. 
You shall no more be haimted with this fury. 
My lord! my lord ! love will not always last, 
When urged with long unkindness and disdain. 
Take her again whom you prefra' to me ; 
Shu stays but to be called. Poor cozened man! 
Let a feigned parting give her back your heart, 
Whicli a feigned love first got ; for injured me, 
Though my just sense of wrongs forbid my stay. 
My duty shall be yours. 
To the dear pledges of our former love, 
My tenderness and care shall be transferred, 
And they shall cheer, by turns, my widowed nights. 
So take my last farewell : for I despair 
To have you whole, and scorn to teJie you half. [Baeil. 

Vent. 1 combat Heaven, which blasts my best designs ; 
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My last attempt must be to win her back: 
But O, I fear, in vain. [Esdt 

Ant. Why was I framed with this plain honest heart. 
Which knows not to disguise its grie& and weakness, 
But bears its workings outward to the world? 
I should have kept the mighty anguish in. 
And forced a smile at Cleopatra's falsehood : 
OctaTia had believed it, and had stayed. / 

Hut I am made a shallow-forded stream, 
Seen to the bottom : all my clearness scorned. 
And all my faults exposed. — See where he comes ,.^ 

Enter Dolabella. 

"Who has profaned the sacred name of Mend, 

And worn it into vileness ! 

"With how secure a brow, and specious form 

He gilds the secret villain 1 Sure that face 

"Was meant for honesty ; but Heaven mis-matched it, 

And furnished treason out with nature's pomp, 

To make its work more easy. 

Dola, O, my friend ! 

Ant, Well, Dolabella, you performed my message % 

Dola. I did, unwillingly. 

AtU, Unwillingly? 
Was it so hard for you to bear our parting ? 
You should have wished it. 

Dola. Why? 

AtU. Because you love me. 
And she received my message with as true. 
With as unfeigned a sorrow, as you brought it? 

Dola. She loves you, even to madness. 

AtU. Oh, I know it. 
You, Dolabella, do not better know 
Sow much she loves me. And should I 
Forsake this beauty ? this all-perfect creature ? 

Dola. I could not, wer^ she mine. 

Ant. And yet you first 
Persuaded me : how come you altered since ? 

Dola. I said at first I was not fit to go ; 
X could not hear her sighs and see her tears, 
!But pity must prevail ; and so, perhaps'. 
It may again with you ; for I have promised 
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That she should take her last farewell, and see, 
She comee to claim my word. 

Enter Gleofatba. 

Anf. False Dolabella I 

Dola. What's false, my lord! 

Aiii. Why, Dolabella's fclse, 
And Claopatra'a false, both false and faithless. 
Draw near, you well-jomed wickedness, you serpents, 
Wlioin I have in my kindly bosom warmed, 
Till 1 am stung to death. 

Diila. My lord, have I 
Deserved to be thua used { 

Cleo. Can Heaven prepare 
A newer torment J Can it find a curse 
Beyond our separatiou i 

Ant. Yea, if fate 
Be just, much greater ; Heaven should be ingenious 
In punishing such crimes. The rolling stone, 
And gnawing vulture, were slight pains invented 
When Jove was young, and no examples known 
Of mighty ills ; but you have ripened sin 
To Buch a monstrous growth, 'twill pose the gods 
To find an equal torture. Two, two such— 
Oh, tliere's no farther name, — ^two such, — to me, 
To me, who locked my soul within your breasts. 
Had no desires, no joj^, no life, but you ; 
Wlion half the globe was mine, I gave it you 
In ilowiy with my heart ; I had no use. 
No fruit of all, but you : A friend and mistress 
Was what the world could give. Oh, Cleopatra ! 
Oh, Dolabella ! how could you betray 
This tender heart, which with an in&nt-fondneas 
Lay luU'd betwixt your bosoms, and there slept 
Secure of injured faith T 

Bola. If she haa wronged you. 
Heaven, hell, and you revenge it. 

Ant. If she has wronged me ! 
Thou would'st evade thy part of guilt ; but swear 
Thou lov'st not her. 

Dola. Not SO as I love you, |Jier. 

Aiii. Not so 1 swear, swear, I say, thou dost not love 
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Dola, 1^0 more than Mendship will allow. 
Ant. No more 1 
Friendship allows thee nothing. Thou art peijured- 



And yet thou did'st not swear thou loyed'st her not ; 
But not so much, no more. Oh, trifling hypocrite, 
Who dar^st not own to her thou dost not love, 
Nor own to me thou dost ! Yentidius heard it ; 
Octavia saw it. 

Cleo. They are enemies. 

AtU. Alexas is not so : he, he confessed it ; 
He who, next hell, best knew it, he avowed it. 
Why do I seek a prodf beyond yourself, [To Doia, 

You whom I sent to bear my last farewell. 
Returned to plead her stay. 

Dola, What shall I answer ? 
If to have loved be guilt, then I have sinned ; 
But if to have repented of that love 
Can wash away my crime, I have repented. 
Yet, if I have offended past forgiveness, 
Let her not suffer : she is innocent. 

Cleo. Ah, what will not a woman do who loves 1 
What means will she refuse, to keep that heart 
Where all her joys are placed ! 'Twas I encouraged, 
'Twas I blew up the flre that scorched his soul, 
To make you j^ous, and by that regain you. 
But all in vain ; I could not counterieit : 
In spite of all the dams, my love broke o'er. 
And drowned my heart again. Fate took the occasion; 
And thus one minute's feigning has destroyed 
My whole life's truth. 

Ant Thin cobweb arts of falsehood ; 
Seen, and broke through at first. 

Dola. Forgiv e vour mistress. 

PZeo. Foi^ve yonr^S i 

/■T^tL-Vpl^' ^^'^^ OfW^S^*^ yourselves. 
You pl^ each other's cause*:"^!!Btiwtness have you. 
That you but meant to raise my jealousy 1 

Cleo. Ourselves and Heaven. 

Ani. Guilt witnesses for guilt. Hence love and Mend- 
You have no longer place in human breasts. [idiip ! 

These two have driven you out. Avoid my sight ; 
I would not kill the man whom I have loved, 



68 SELECT DRAMATIC WOBKS. 

And cannot hurt the woman ; but avoid me ; 
I do not know how long I can be tame, 
For if I stay one minute more to think 
How I am wronged, my justice and revenge 
Will cry so loud within me, that my pity 
Will not be heard for either. 

Dola. Heaven has but 
Our sorrow for our sins ; and then delights 
To pardon erring man ; sweet mercy seems 
Its darling attribute, which limits justice ; 
As if there were degrees in infinite. 
And infinite would rather want perfection. 
Than punish to extent. 

ArU, I c{ui forgive 
A foe, but not a mistress and a friend ; 
Treason is there in its most horrid shape. 
Where trust is greatest ; and the soul resigned 
Is stabbed by its own guards. Ill hear no more ; 
Hence from my sight, for ever. 

Oleo. How ? for ever ! 
I cannot go one moment from your sight. 
And must I go for ever ? 
My joys, my only joys, are centred here ; 
What place have I to go to ? my own kingdom ) 
That I have lost for you ; or to the Romans ? 
They hate me for your sake ; or must I wander 
The wide world o'er, a helpless, banished woman) 
Banished for love of you ; banished from you ; 
Ay, there's the banishment ! Oh, hear me ; hear me 
With strictest justice, for I beg no favour; 
And if I have offended you, then kill me. 
But do not banish me. 

Ant I must not hear you. 
I have a fool within me takes your part ; 
But honour 'stops my ears. 

Cleo, For pity hear me ! 
Would you cast off a slave who followed you, 

Who crouched beneath your spurn 1 He has no pity ! 

See, if he gives one tear to my departure ; 
One look, one kind farewell ! Oh, iron heart! 
Let all the gods look down, and judge betwixt us, 
If he did ever love ! 
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Ant. No more : Alexas ! 

Dola, A perjured villain ! 

Ant, [To Cleo,^ Your Alexas ; yours. 

Cleo, O 'twas his plot : his ruinous design 
To engage you in my love by jealousy. 
Hear him ; confront him with me ; let him speak. 

Ant. I have ; I have. 

Cleo, And if he clear me not 

AtU, Your creature ! one who hangs upon your snules ! ^ ^^k'' ^i /^ 
Watches your eye, to say or to unsay .-— y^^ltu ^'^ ' 

"Whatever you please ! I am not to be moved. -f^ ^/i/jJ. - , -/ 

Cleo, Then, must we part 1 Farewell, my cruel lord. ,| <^ C '^ v / ^ 
The appearance is against me ; and I go, '^ \^q(^ •'^. 

Unjustified, for ever from your sight. \ 

How I have loved, you know; how I yet love. 
My on ly comfort is, I know mysd f ; 
1 love you more, e'en now you are unkind. 
Than when you loved me most ; so well, so truly, 
I'll never strive against it, but die pleased 
To think you once were mine. 

Ant, Good Heaven, they weep at parting. 
Must I weep too 1 that calls them innocent. 
I must not weep ; and yet I must, to think 
That I must not forgiv e 

Live j but live wretched, 'tis but just you should, 
Who made me so : live from each other's sight ; 
Xiet me not hear you meet. Set all the earth, 
And all the seas, betwixt your sundered loves ; 
View nothing common but the sun and skies. 
ITow, all take several ways ; 
And each your own sad fate with mine deplore , 
That you were false, and I could trust no more. 

\Exefu/nt severally. 



ACT V. Scene I. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, and Iras. 

Cha/r, Be juster. Heaven ; such virtue pxmished thus. 
Will make us think that chance rules all above. 
And shuffles, with a random hand, the lots 
Which man is forced to draw. 



70 SELECT DaUUTIO WORKS. 

Cleo. I coold tear out these eyes tliat gained Ha heart, 
And h.id aot power to keep it Oh, the curse 
Of doting on, e'en when I find it dote^ ] 
Bear witness, gods, you heard him bid me go j 
Tou whom he mo(ied with imprecEituig vows 
Of pramised faith. I'll die ; I will not bear it. 

You miiy hold me 

[She pvMs otU her dagger, and they hdd her. 

I But I can keep my breath ; I can die inward, 

V And choke this loVe. 

Enter Alezas. 
Iran. Help, Aleiaa, help ! 
The Queen grows desperate, her soul struggles in her. 
With all the agonies of love and rage. 
And strives to force its passage. 
Gleo. Let me ga 

Art thou there, traitor 1 O, 

O, for a little breath, to vent nty rage 1 

Give, give me way, and let me loose upon him. 

Alex. Yes, I deserve it, for my ill-timed truth. 
Was it for me to prop 
The rtiins of a fal£ng majesty t 
To place myself beneath the mighty flaw. 
Thus to be crushed, and pounded into atoms, 
I By its o'erwhelming weight 1 'Ti s too p r eaumin g 

I 'For subjects to preserve that w3fiiLpowOT '~~ 
V^^] Whicb courts ife~own destructum. 
f^ I Cleo. I would" I'eflfflm 

More calmly with you. Did you not o'er-role. 
And force my plain, direct, and open love 
Into those crooked paths of jealousyl 
Now, whaf B the event 1 Octavia is removed, 
But Cleopatra's banished. Thou, tliou, villain, 

rHast pu^ied my boat to open sea, to prove. 
At my sod cost, if thou can'st steer it bai^ 
It cannot be; I'm lost too far — I'm ruined. 
Hence, thou impostor ! traitor ! monster 1 devil ! 
I can no more : thou, and my griefs, have sunk 
Me down so low, that I want voice to curse thee. 
Alex. Suppose some shipwrecked seaman near the shore. 
Dropping and faint with climbing up the di^ 
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If, from above, some chajritable hand 

Full him to safety, hazarding himself 

To draw the other's weight — ^would he look back 

And curse him for his pains ? The case is jours ; 

But one step more, and you have gained the height. 

Cleo. Sunk, never more to risa 

Alex. Octavia's gone, and Dolabella banished. 
BeHeve me, madam, Antony is yours. 
His heart was never lost, but started off 
To jealousy, love's last retreat and covert. 
Where it Hes hid in shades, watchful in silence. 
And listening for the sound that calls it back. 
Some other, any man ('tis so advanced). 
May perfect tlus unfinished work, which I 
(Unhappy only to myself) have left 
So easy to his hand. 

Cleo. Look well thou do it : else 

Alex. Else — ^what your silence threatens — ^Antony 
Is mounted up the Pharos ; from whose turret, 
JELe stands surveying our Egyptian galleys 
Engaged with Caesar's fleet ; now death or conques t. 
If the first happen, fate axsqutts my promise, 
If we o'ercome, the conqueror is yours. 

\A distant shov^ wUMn, 

Cha/r. Have comfort, madam; did you mark that 
shout ) [Seccmd shout nea/rer, 

Iras. Hark ! they redouble it. 

Alex. 'Tis from the port. 
The loudness shows it near ; good news, kind heavens. 

Cleo, Osiris make it so. 

ErUer Serapion. 

Serap. Where, where's the Queen ? 

Alex. How frightfully the holy coward stares ! 
As if not yet recovered of the assault. 
When all his gods, and, what's more dear to him. 
His offerings were at stake. 

Serajp. O, horror, horror ! 
Egypt has been; our latest hour has come : 
The Queen of Nations from her ancient seat 
Is sunk for ever in the dark abyss. 
Time has imroUed her glories to the last, 
And now closed up the volume. 
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GUo. Be more plain : 
Say whencelSou cam'st (though Fate is in thy face ; 
Which from thy haggard eyes looks wildly out, 
And threatens ere thou apeak'st). 

Serap. I came from Fl^ros : 
From viewing (spare me, and imagine it) 
<.)iir land's last hope, your navy 

Cleo. Tanquishedl 

Serap. No. 
They fought not. 

OUo. Then they fled. 

Serap. Nor that. I saw, 
With Antony, your well-appointed fleet 
Row out ; and thrice he waved his hand on high, 
And thrice with cheerful cries they shouted back ; 
"Twas then false fortune, like a fawning strumpet. 
About to leave the bankrupt prodigal. 
With a dissembled smile would kiss at parting, 
And flatter to the last ; the well-timed oars 
Jl'ow dipt from every bank, now smoothly run 
To meet the foe ; and soon, indeed, they met, 
But not as foes. In few, we saw their cape 
On either side thrown up ; the £^yptian galleys 
(Keceived like friends) pass'd through, and fell behind 
The Soman rear ; and now they all come forward, 
And ride within the port. 

Cho. Enough, Serapion ; 
TVs heard my doom. This needed not, you gods ; 
When I lost Antony, your work was done ; 
'Tis but superfluous malice. Where's my lord % 
How bears he this last blow 1 

Serap. His fury cannot be expressed by words : 
Thrice he attempted headlong to have fallen 
Full on his foes, and aimed at Cesar's galley ; 
Withheld, he raves on you ; cries, lie's betrayed. 
Should he now find you 

Alex. Shun him, seek your safety. 
Till you can clear your innocence. 

Cho. Ill stay. 

Alex. You must not ; haste you to your monument. 
While I make speed to Csesar. 

Cleo. Ctesarl no, 
I have no business with him. 
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Alex. I can work him 
To spare your life, and let this madman perish. 

Cleo. Base, fawning wretch ! would'st thou betray him 
Hence, fix)m my sight ; I will not hear a traitor. [too? 
'Twas thy design brought all this ruin on us ; ' 
Serapion, thou art honest : counsel me ; 
But haste, each moment's precious. 

JSerap. Retire ; you must not yet see Antony. 
He who began this mischief. 
Tis just he tempt the danger. Let him clear you ; 
And, since he offered you his servile tongue, 
To gain a poor precarious life from Csesar, 
Let him expose that fawning eloquence, 
And speak to Antony. 

Alex. O Heavens ! I dare not, 
I meet my certain death. 

Gleo. Slave, thou deserv'st it. 
Not that I fear my lord will I avoid him ; r « ^^..^ 

I know him noble ; when he banished me, <^ '^"" 7>? \ 

And thought me false, he scorned to take my life, ^^ vV. 1 ^ /.^ 
But 111 be Tustified, and then die with him. U 

Aleos. Oh, pity me, and let me follow you. 

Cleo. To death, if thou stir hence. Speak, if thou can'st. 
Now for thy life, which basely thou would'st save ; 
While mine I prize at this. Come, good Serapion. 

[Exeunt Cleo. Serap. Char, cmd Iras. 

Alex. Oh that I less could fear to lose this being. 
Which, like a snow-ball, in my coward hand, 
The more 'tis grasped, the fEister melts away. 
Poo r reason ! what a wretched aid art thou ! 
^SFstill. in spite ot thee, 
n^ftfift two long lovers, gqul and body, drpad 

^fh^^r ^^f^\ ff^parati?D Let me think : 
wiiftt nn.Ti T,"^yiosav e myself from death ? 
No matter what becomes of ClebpatraT 

'ZAnt. [Within.] Which wayT^here ? 
Vent. [Withdn.] This leads to the monument. 

Alex, Ah me ! I hear him ; yet I'm unprepared ; 
My gift of lying's gone, 

And this court-devil, which I so oft have raised, 
Forsakes me at my need. I dare not stay ; 
Yet caimot far go hence. [Exit. 
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^nter Antony and Vbntidius. 

Ant, O happy Caesar ! thou hast men to lead. 
Think not 'tis thou hast conquered Antony ; 
But Borne has conquered Egypt. I'm betrayed. 

Vent, Curse on this treacherous traia ! 
Their soil and heaven infect them with all baseness ; 
And their young sotds come tainted to the world 
With the first breath they draw. 

Ant, The o riginal villain , sure no god created ; 
He was a bastard of the Sun, by Nile, 
Ap'd into man, with all his mother's mud 
Crus ted about his^souL ^ 

FSw<,_^Siatio3i4s 
Qne univers al traitor,, and the ir Queen 



kIs-S' ^ 4 ^^ ^^VJ spirit jmd extract of them all. 
' ' Ant, is there yet leffc 

A possibility of aid from valour ? 
Is there one god imswom to my destruction ? 
( ' The least unmortgaged hope ? for, if there be, 

Methinks I cannot fall breath the fate 
Of such a boy as CsBsar. 
The world's one half is yet in Antony ; 
And from each limb of it that^ hewed away, '^/ 
The soul comes back to me. A / 

Vent. There yet remain 
Three legions in the town. The last assault 
Lopt off the rest. If death be your design, 
As I must wish it now, these are sufficient 
To make a heap about us of dead foes, 
An honest pile for burial. 

Ant, They're enough. 
Well not divide our stars : but side by side 
Fight emulous, and with i^icious eyes 
Survey each other's acts; so every death 
Thou giv'st, I'll take on me as a just debt, 
And pay thee in a soul. 

Vent. Now you shall see I love you. Not a word 
Of chiding more. By my few hours of life, 
I am so pleased with this brave Boman fate, 
That I would not be Caesar, to outlive vqjl 
When we put on this flesh and mount together, 
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I shall be shown to all the ethereal crowd : 
Lo 1 this is he who died with Antonj. [troops, 

Ant. Who knows bat we maj pezce tliniii|^ all tiiar 
And reach my veterans yet t Tb worth Hie tempting. 
To o'er-leap this golph (^ fiite. 
And leave onr wondering destbues beidnd. 

J^nter Alkxah, tremblutg. 

Vent, See, see, that villain ; 
See deopata'a stamp ed npon that fiice, 
^i^^^^^^^^^it^~glL^r ^Tvnijjg^a irSer arts ot f aiaAood 3 

le haa set his counten ance for deoeit ; 
And propo dses a He before^Be^pafa ! 
Let me d^patch him' first. [Dnupim^. 

Alex. Oh spare me, spare me. 

Ant. Hold ! he's not worth jonr IrilKtig- On tJbj life, 
(Which thou ma/st he^ beranie I aeom to take it;, 
HojEgJlftM e to jnsti^ thy Qoeen ; 

Alex. Sir, she's gone. 
Where she shall never be molcsied mofe 
By love, or yon. 

Ant. Pled to her DohdKlIa ! 
Die, traitor ! I rev<^Le n^ promise; die ! 

Alex. Oh, hold! sheissotfledL 

Ant. She is; my eyes 
Are open to h^ falsdmod; my wbc^e Hfe 
Sas been a golden dream of lore aul hiemtki^ 
But, now I wake, Fm like a menhaz:! n nmA 
'From, soft repose to see his 
And all his wealth cast o'ei 
WJio followed me but ^b tiie swaLow 
Hatching her young ones in 
Singing her flatteries to mjr 
But, now my winto* comes, die 
And seeks the spring of 

Alex. Think notso; 
Her fortones have in all 
Had she betrayed her nswal fotee v» fUjm^ 
'ELcrw easily might she have g^iMK ^ 
Secure by such a bribe! 
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Vent. She sent it first. 
To be more welcome after. 

Ant. "Tis too plain ; 
Else would she have appeared to clear herself. 

Alex. Too fatally she has; she could not bear 
To be oGoused by you ; but shut herself 
Within her monument, looked down and sighed ; 
While, fi-ooi hei- unchanged face, the ailent tears 
Dropp'd, as they had not leave, but stole their parting. 
Some undistinguished words she inly murmured ; 
At last, she r&ised her eyes ; and, with such looks 
As dying Luoroce oast 

Ant. My heart forebodes 

Vent. All for the beat ; go on. 

Alex. She snatcied her poniard, 
And, ere we could prevent the fatal blow, 
Plunged it within her breast : Then turned to me, 
Go, bear my lord (said she) my last &rewell ; 
And ask him if he yet suspect my faith. 
More she was saying, but death rushed betwixt. 
She half pronounced your name with her last breath, 
And buried half witlun her. 

VeiU. Heaven be praised ! 

Ant. Then, art thou innocent, my poor dear lovel 
And art tliou deadi 

0, these two words I their sound should be divided : 
Had'st thou been &]se, and died ; or had'st thou lived, 
And had'at been true — ■ — But innocence and death ! 
This shows not well above. Then what am H 
The murderer of this truth, this innocence ! 
Thoughts cannot form themselves in words so horrid 
As can express my guilt] 

Vent. Is't come to this? The gods have been too 
And thus you thank them for't. [gracious ; 

Ant. [To Alex.] Why sta/st thou here t 
Is it for thee to spy upon my soul. 
And see its inwanl mourning! Get thee hence ; 
Thou art not worthy to behold what now 
Becomes a Bcman Emperor to perfOTm, 

Alex. Ho loves her still : [Atid*. 

His grief betrays it Good ! the joy to find 
She's yet alive, completes ^e reconcilement. 
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Tve saved myself and her. But oh, the Komans ! 

Fate comes too fast upon my wit, 

Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each double. [Eadt. 

Vent, Would she had died a little sooner, though, 
Before Octavia went ; you might have treated : 
Now 'twill look tame, and would not be received. 
Come, rouse yourself, and let's die warm together. 

Ant. I will not fight j there's no more work for war. 
The business of my angry hours is done. 

Vent. CsBsar is at your gates. 

AtU. Why, let him enter ; 
He's welcome now. 

Vent. What lethargy has crept into your soul ] 

Ant. 'Tis but a scorn of life, and just desire 
To free myself from bondage. 

Vent. Do it bravely. 

Ant. I will ; but not by fighting. O, Ventidius ! 
What should I fight for now ? My Queen is dead . 
I was but great for her ; my power, my empire. 
Were butmymerchandise to buy hfey Igv^ ; 



And conqueredlBn^, my f aciEoraT^^'irbw she's dead. 

Let Csesar take the world— 

An empty circle, since.jh§) jfi3KB]ts..gfl©e 

Which made it worth my strife. My being's nauseous. 

For all the bribes of life are gone away. 

Vent. Would you be taken 1 

Ant. Yes, I would be taken ; 
But, as a Eoman ought — dead, my Ventidius ! 
For I'll convey my soul from Caesar's reach. 
And lay down life myself. 'Tis ti me the world ^ 
aiimild )iavfl a loTf^, ^pd TniftYT ^^hom to obe y. 
3£A,t3gQJias:eJkfiDJ }-its homage in suspens e. 
And bent the globe on whose each side we trod. 
Till it was dinted inwards. Let him walk 
Alone upon't ; I'm weary of my part. 
My torch is out ; and the world stands before me 
Like a black desert at the approach of night. 
m lay me down, and stray no farther on. 

Vent. I could be grieved. 
But that I'll not out-live you. Choose your death ; 
For I have seen him in such various shapes, 
I care not which I take. I'm only troubled. 
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The life I bear is worn to such a rag, 

Tia scarce worth giving. I could wish, indeed. 

We threw it from us with a better grace ; 

That, like a lion taken in the toils, 

We might at least thrust out our paws, and wound 

The hxuiters that enclose us. 

Ant. I have thought on't. 
Ventidiua, you must Kve. 

Vent. I must not, sir. 

AtU. Wilt thou not live to ^»eak some good of me^ 
To stand by my fair fame, and guard the approaches 
From the ill tongues of men t 

Vent. Who shall guard mine 
For living after youl 

Ant. Say, I command it. 

VmL If we die well, our deaths will speak themselves. 
And need no living witness. 

Ant. Thou hast loved me, 
Aud fain I would reward thee. I must die ; 
Kill me, and take the merit of my death 
To make thee friends with CKsar. 

VetU. Thank your kindnesa. 
You said I loved you, and, in recompense, 
You bid rae turn a traitor ; did I think 
Yoa would have used me thus t that I should die 
With a hard thought of you 3 

Ant. Forgive me, !Roman. 
Since I have heard of Cleopq.trft'R death 
Syreason bearsno rule upon my tongu e. 
iButTets my thiJu^ES break all at random -Put : 
I've thought better; do not deny me twice. 

Vent. By Heaven, I wUl not. 
Let it not be to out-live you. 

Ant. Eill me first. 
And then die thou; for 'tis but just thou serve 
Thy friend before thyself. 

Vent. Give me your hand. 
We soon shall meet again. Now, farewell, Emperor. . 

[£7iibnu;e». 
Methinks that word's too cold to be my last ; 
Since death_sweera all distinctions, f arewell, frienj . 
That's ali^: — ■ 
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I -will not make a business of a trifle ; 
And yet I cannot look on you, and kill you. 
Pray turn your faca 

Ant. I do ; strike home, be sure. 

Vent. Home, as my sword will reach. [KUU himsdf. 

Ant. O, thou mistak'st; 
That wound was none of thine : give it me back; 
Thou robb'st me of my death. 

Vent. I do indeed ; 
But, think 'tis the first time I e'er deceived you ; 
If that may plead my pardon. And you, gods, 
Forgive me, if you. will ; for I die perjured, 
Kather than kill my friend. [Dies. 

Ant. Farewell. Ever my leader, even in death 1 
My Queen and thou have got the start of me; 

And Tm the lag of honour Gone so soon 1 

Is death no more ] He used him carelessly. 

With a familiar kindness ; ere he knocked, 

Han to the door, and took him in his arms. 

As who should say. You're welcome at all hours, 

A Mend need give no warning. Books had spoiled him ; 

For all the learned, are cowards by profession. 

'Tis not worth 

My further thought ; for death, for aught I know, 

Is but to think no more. Here's to be satisfied. 

[FaUs on his sword. 
Pve miss'd my heart. O, imperforming hand! 
Thou never could'st have err'd in a worse time. 
My fortune jades me to the last ; and Death, 
Like a great man, takes state, and makes me wait 

For my admittance [Trampling unthin. 

Some perhaps from Caesar ; 

If he should find me living, and siispect 

That I played booty with my life ! I'll mend 

My work, ere they can reach me. [Bises upon Ms knees. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, and Iras. 

Cleo. Where is my lord? where is hel 

Chcur. There he lies. 
And dead Ventidius by him. 

Cleo. My fears were prophets; I am come too late. 
O that accurs'd Alexas! [Rwns to him. 
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A III. Art them living I 
Or aiu I dead before I knew} and thou 
The first kind ghost that meets me I 

Cl'V. Help me Beat him. 
Send quickly, sead for help. [They place him in a chair. 

Ant. 1 am answered. 
We live both. Sit thee down, my Cleopatra: 
m make the most I can of life, to stay 
A moment more with thee. 

Cl.\>- How is it with you) 

Ant. "Tis as with a man 
Renioiing in a hurry ; all packed up, 
But one dear jewel that his haste forgot; 
Aiul }i<', for that, returns upon the apur: 
So 1 coine back, for thee. 

Clt'o. Too long, ye heavens, you have been cruel to me ; 
Now sliow your mended faith, and rJLve me back 
His lieeting life. 

Ant, It will not be, my love. 
I keefi my soul by force. 
Say liiU thou art not false. 

Cko. 'Tia now too late 
To say I'm true; I'll prove it, and die with you. 
Unknown to me, Alezas feigned my death. 
Which, when I knew, I hasted to prevent 
This fatal consequence. My fleet betrayed 
Both you. and me. 

A>it. AndDolabella 

Cko. Scarce esteemed before he loved; but hated now. 

A rii. Enough : my life's not long enough for more. 
Thou s^iyest thou wilt come after: I believe thee; 
For I can now believe whate'er thou eayest, 
That we may part more kindly. 

Cleo. I inll come: 
Doubt not, my life, I'll come, and quickly too; 
Ctesar shall triumph o'er no part of thee. 

Ani. But grieve not, while thou Btayest, 
My last diBflstrous times; 
Think we have had a clear and glorious day; 
And Heaven did kindly to delay the storm 
Just till our close of evening. Ten years love, 
And not a moment lost, but all improved 
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To the utmost joys: what ages have we lived! 
And now to die each other's; and, so dying, 
"While hand in hand we walk in groves below, 
Whole troops of lovers' ghosts shall flock about us, 
And all the train be ours. 

Cleo, Your words are like the notes of dying swans, 
Too sweet to last. Were there so many hours 
IPor your unkindness, and not one for love? 

Ant, No, not a minute — ^this one kiss — more worth 
Than all I leave to Csesar. » [Dies, 

Cleo, O, tell me so again. 
And take ten thousand kisses for that word. 
'Mj lord, my lord: speak if you yet have being; 
Sigh to me> if you cannot speak; or cast 
One look: do anything that shows you live. 

Iras, He's gone too far to hear you; 
And this you see, a lump of senseless clay. 
The leavings of a soul. 

Char, Ilemember, madam. 
He charged you not to grieve. 

Cleo, And I'll obey him. 
I have not loved a Eoman, not to know 
What should become his wife— his wife, my Charmion; 
for 'tis to that high title I aspire. 
And now I'll not die less. Let dull Octavia 
Survive, to mourn him dead: my noble fate 
Shall knit our spousals with a tie too strong 
For Eoman laws to break. 

Iras, Will you then die] 

Cleo, Why should'st thou make that question] 

Iras, Csesar is merciful. 

Cleo. Let him be so 
To those that want his mercy : my poor lord 
Made no such covenant with him, to spare me 
"When he was dead. Yield me to Caesar's pride] 
"What, to be led in triumph through the streets, 
A spectacle to base plebeian eyes; 
"While some dejected Mend of Antony's, 
Close in a comer, shakes his head, and mutters 
JL secret curse on her who ruined him? 
ril none of that. 

Char, Whatever you resolve, 
ril follow even to deatL 
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Iraa, I only feared 

For 70U; but more should fear to live without you. 
[ Cleo. Why, now 'tis as it should be. Quick, my friends, 

' Despatch; ere this the town's in Csesar's hands: 

My lord looks down concerned, and fears my stay. 

Lest I should be surprised; 

Keep him not waiting for his love too long. 

You, Charmion, bring my crown and richest jewels, 

With them, the wreath of victory I made 

(Vain augury!) for him who now lies dead; 

IT ou, Iras, bring the cure of all our ills. 
Iraa. The aspicks, madam? 
CUo, Must I bid you twicel \Ex. Char, and Iras. 

'Tis sweet to die, when they would force life on me. 

To rush into the dark abode of death. 

And seize him first; if he be like my love. 

He is not frightful sure. 

We're now alone, in secrecy and silence; 

And is not this like loversl I may kiss 

These pale, cold lips; Octavia does not see me; 

Andj^ nh ! J^'a bftttftr far to havft him tlma^ 

ISiansee him in her arms O welcome, welcome. 

« Enter Charmion and Iras. 

Cha/r. What must be donel 

GUo, Short ceremony, friends; 
But yet it must be decent. Eirst, this laurel 
Shall crown my hero's head; he fell not basely. 
Nor left his shield behind him. Only thou 
/ Could^gtjrnunph o'er thy self ; and thou alone 
Wert worthy so~to triumpH. 

Chcur, To what end 
These ensigns of your pomp and royalty] 

CUo, Dull, that thou art! why, 'tis to meet my love; 
As when I saw him first, on Cydnos bank, 

t AU sparkling, like a godd^s ; so adorned, 
I'll micl tiim once agam : my second spousaJs 
Shall match my first, in glory. Haste, haste, both, 
And dress the bride of Antony. 
Gha/r, 'Tis done. 

Cleo. Now set me by my lord, I claim this place; 
For I must conquer Caesar too, like him, 
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And win my share o' the world. Hail, you dear relics 
Of my immortal love ! 

let no impious hand remove you hence, 
But rest for ever here; let Egypt give 

His death that peace which it denied his life. 
Iteach me the casket. 

Ira», Underneath the fruit the aspick lies. 

GUo, Welcome, thou kind deceiver! 

[Futtinff aside' the leaves. 
Thou best of thieves, who, with an easy key. 
Dost open life, and, unperceived by us, 
£ven steal us from ourselves: disdiarging so 
Death's dreadful office, better than himself. 
Touching our limbs so gently into slumber. 
That death stands by, deceived by his own image, 
And thinks himself but sleep. 

Scrap, [Within.] The Queen, where is shel 
The town is yield^, Caesar's at the gates. 

Gleo. He comes too late to invadft the rights of death. 
Haste, bare my arm, and rouse the serpent's fury. 

[Holds out her arm, amd draws it hack. 

Coward flesh 

Would'st thou conspire with Csesar to betray me 
As thou wert none of minel I'll force thee to it. 
And not be sent by him, 
But bring myself my soul to Antony. 

\Twms aside, amd then shows her a/rm Moody. 
Take hence; the work is done. 

Serap. [WiiMn.] Break open the door, 
And guard the traitor weU. 

Cha/r. The next is ours. 

Iras. Now, Charmion, to be worthy 
Of our great Queen and mistress. [They a/pply the aspicks. 

Cleo. Already, death, I feel thee in my veins; 

1 go with such a will to And my Lord, 
That we shall quickly meet. 

A heavy numbness creeps through every limb, 

And now 'tis at my head : my eye-lids fall, 

And my dear love is vanished in a mist. 

Where shall I find him, where? O turn me to him, 

And lay me on his breast — Csesar, thy worst; 

Now part us, if thou canst. [Die^. 
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[Iras sinkt down at her feet, and dies; Chabmion 
gltatdt behind her chair, at dreawmg her head. 
Enter Sekapion, tmo Prieata, Alex A3 bound, EaTPiiAKS. 

~ PriisU. Behold, Ser&pion, what havoc death has 

Sei-ap. Twas -what I fetu«d. [made ! 

Charmion, U this well dooel 

Cfiar. Yes, 'tis well done, and like a Queen, the last 
Of her great race; I follow her. \_Sinks dovm; diet. 

Alex. "Ha true. 
She has done well; nroch better thus to die. 
Than live to make a holiday in Rome. 

Sa-ap. See, how the lovers ait in state together, 
As ther were ^ving laws to half manbiad. 
The impression of a smile left in her fece. 
Shows she died pleased with him for whom she lived, 
And went to clurm him in another world. 
Cffisar's just entering; grief has now no leieore. 
Secure that villain, as our pledge of safety, 
To grace the Imperial triumph. Sleep, bleet pair. 
Secure irom human chance, long ages out, 
WBile all tlie storms of £ate fly o'er your tomb; 

And fame, to late posterity, shall tell, 

No lovers lived so great, or died so welL [Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE. 
Poets, like disputants, when reasons fail. 
Have one sure refuge left, and that's to rail. 
Eop, coxcomb, fool, are thundered through the pit, 
And this is all their equipage of wit. 
We wonder how the devil this difference grows, 
Betwixt our fools in vera©, and youis in prose; 
For, faith, the quarrel rightly understood, 
"Pis civil war with their own flesh and blood. 
The threadbare author hates the gaudy coat. 
And swears at the gilt coach, but sweats afoot: 
For 'tis otHerved of every scribbling man. 
He grows & fop as &at as e'er he can; 
Prunes up, and asks his oracle, the glass, 
If pink or purple best become his face. 
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For our poor wretch, he neither rails nor prays, 

Nor likes yoxir wit just as you like his plays ; 

He has not yet so much of Mr. Bays. 

He does his best; and if he cannot please, 

Would quietly sue out his writ of ease. 

Yet, if he might his own grand jury call, 

By the fair sex he begs to stand or fall. 

Let OsBsar's power the men's ambition move. 

But grace you him who lost the world for love. 

Yet if some antiquated lady say, 

The last age is not copied in his play; 

Heaven help the man who for that face must drudge, 

Which only has the wrinkles of a judge. 

Let not the young and beauteous join with those ; 

For should you raise such numerous hosts of foes, 

Young wits and sparks he to his aid must call ; 

'Tis more than one man's work to please you all. 
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PROLOGUE. 



The judge removed, though he's no more my lord, 
May plead at bar, or at the council board ; 
So may cast poets write ; there's no pretension 
To argue loss of wit, from loss of pension. 
Your looks are cheerful ; and in all this place 
I see not one that wears a damning face. 
The British nation is too brave to show 
Ignoble vengeance on a vanquished foe. 
At least be civil to the wretch imploring ; 
And lay your paws upon him without roaring. 
Suppose our poet was your foe before ; 
Yet now, the business of the field is o'er ; 
'Tis time to let your civil wars alone. 
When troops are into winter quarters gone. 
Jove was alike to Latian and to Phrygian, 
And you well know a play's of no religion. 
Take good advice, and please yourselves this day, 
No matter from whose hands you have the play. 
Among good fellows every health will pass, 
That serves to carry round another glass : 
When, with full bowls of Burgundy you dine. 
Though at the mighty monarch you repine. 
You grant him still most Christian in his wine. 

Thus far the poet ; but his brains grow addle : 
And all the rest is purely from this noddle. 
You've seen young ladies at the Senate door. 
Prefer petitions, and your grace implore ; 
However grave the legislators were. 
Their cause went ne'er the worse for being fair. 
Keasons as weak aa theirs, perhaps, I bring ; 
But I could bribe you with as good a thing. 

a 
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I heard him make advances of good nature, 

Tliat he, for once, would aheath his cutting satire : 

Sif^ but his peace, he tows hell ne'er again 

Tlie sacred names of fops and beaux pro&jie. 

Strike up the bai^ain quickly, for I swear. 

As times go now, he offers very fair. 

Bi.> not too hard on him with statutes neither; 

Be kind, and do not aet your t«eth together. 

To stretch the laws, as cobblers do their leather. 

Horses by Papists are not to be ridden. 

But sure the muses' horse was ne'er forbidden. 

For ia no rate-book it was ever found 

Tii^Lt Pegasus was valued at five pound ; 

Fine him to daily drudging and inditing, 

And let him pay his taxes out in writing. 



ACT L Scene I. 

The Scene at AUaaar, rspresen^ng a Jfarket-place under 

the Castle. 

ErUer Mdlet-Zeydan and Bendocar. 

MvL Zeyd. Now Africa's long wars are at an end, 
And our parch'd earth is drenched in Christian blood; 
My conquering brother will have slaves enough. 
To pay his cruel vows for victoiy. 
Wliat hear you of Sebastian, King of Portugal ! 

Bend. He fell among a heap of slaughtered Moors ; 
Though yet his mangled carcass is not found. 
The rival of our threatened empire, Mahomet, 
Wn.i hot pursued : and in the general rout. 
Mistook a swelling current for a ford. 
And ia Mucazer's flood was seen to rise. 
Thrice was he seen ; at length his courser plunged. 
And threw him off; the waves whelm'd over him, 
And, helpless in his heavy arms, he drowned. 

MvL Zeyd. Thus, then, a doubtful title is extinguished; 
Thus Moluch, still the favourite of fate. 
Swims in a sanguine torrent to the throne, 
As if our Prophet only worked for him; 
The heavens and all the stars are his hired servants. 
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As Muley-Zeydan were not worth their care, 
And younger brothers but the draff of nature. 

Bmd, Be still, and learn the soothing 'arts of Court ; 
Adore his fortune, mix with flattering crowds, 
And when they praise him most, be you the loudest j 
Your brother is luxurious, close, and cruel, 
Generous by fits, but permanent in mischief. 
The shadow of a discontent would ruin us ; 
We must be safe before we can be great. 
These things observed, leave me to shape the rest. 

Mvl, Zeyd, You have the key ; he opens inward to you. ^' 

Bennd, So often tried, and ever found so true, 
Has given me trust, and trust has given me means 
Once to be false for all. I trust not him : 
For, now his ends are served, and he grown absolute, 
How am I sure to stand who served those ends ] 
I know your nature open, mild, and grateful ; 
In such a prince the people may be blest, 
And I be safe. 

MuL, Zeyd. My father ! [Enf^cbcing him. 

Bend, My future King, auspicious Muley-Zeydan, 
Shall I adore you ? No, the place is public ; 
I worship you within, the outward act 
Shall be reserved till nations follow me. 
And Heaven shall envy you the kneeling world. 
You know the Alcade of Alcazar, Dorax ? 

Mvl, Zeyd, The gallant renegade>_ you mean % 

Bend, The same. 
That gloomy outside, like a rusty chest. 
Contains the shining treasure of a soul 
Resolved and brave ; he has the soldiers' hearts, 
And time shall make him ours. 

Mvl. Zeyd, He's just upon us. 

Bend, I know him from afsir, 
By the long stride, and by the sullen port : 
B^tire my lord, 
^ait on your brother's triumph, yours is next, 

lis growth is but a wild and fruitless plant, 
JTU cut his barren branches to the stock. 
And graft you on to bear. 
'IKul. Zeyd, My oracle ! \Exit MuL. Zeyd. 

Beivd, Yes, to delude your hopes, poor credulous fool, 
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To think that I would give awsj the fruit 

Of so much toil, euoh guilt, and such damnation; 

If I am dama'd it shall be for myself; 

Tills easy fool must be my stole, set up 

To catch the people's eyes; he's tame and merciful. 

Him I can manage, till X make him odious 

By some unpopular act, and then dethrone him. 

Enter Doras. 
Now DoraxI 

Dot. Well, Benducarl 

Bend. Bare Benducar ! 

Dor. Thou wouldst have titles, take them then. Chief 
Fijst Hangman of the State. [Ministeri 

Bend. Some call me favourite. 

Dot. What's that, hia minion^ 
TI10U art too old to be a catamite ! 
Xow prithee tell me, and abate thy pride, 
Ik not Benducar bare a better name. 
In. it friend's mouth, than all those gaudy titles, 
Wliicii I disdain to give the man I lovel 

Bend. But always out of humour-^ 

Dor. I haTe cause. 
Though all mankind is cause enough for satire. 

Bend. Why, then, thou hast revenged thee on mankind ; 
They say, in fight thou hadst a thirsty sword. 
Ami well 'twas glutted there. 

Dor. I spitted frogs, I crashed a heap of emmets, 
A hundred of them to a single soul, 
And that but scanty weight too. The great devil 
Soiti'co thanked mo for my pains; he swallows the vulgar 
Like whipped cream, feels them not in going down. 

Bend. Brave renegade I couldst thou not meet Sebastian 1 
Thy master had been worthy of thy sword. 

Dor. My master! By what title) 
Because I happened to be bom where he 
ifujipened to be Kingt And yet I served him, 
Nay, I was fool enough to love hirrt too. 
You know my story, how I was rewarded 
For fifteen hard campaigns, still hooped in iron, 
And why I turned Mahometan. I'm grateful; 
But whosoever dares to injure me, 
Let that man know, I dare to be revenged. 
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Bend. Still you run off from bias; say wliat movea 
Tour present spleen! 

Bor. You marked not what I told you; 
I killed not one that was hia Maker's image ; 
J met with none but vulgar two-legged brutes, 
Sebastian was my aim; he was a man. 
l^ay, though he hated me, anSTEate him, 
Yet I must do him right; he was a man, 
Above man's height, even towering to divinity; 
Brave, pious, generous, great, and liberal, 
; Just as the scales of Heaven that weigh the seasons. 
He loved his people, bim they idolized; 
iad thence proceeds my mortal hatred to him, 
That thus unblameable to all besides, 
•^Hg,_erred to me aloge. 
His goodness was diffused to human kind. 
And all his cruelty coilfined to me. 

Bend. You could not meet him theni 

Dor. No, though 1 fought 
Where ranks fell thickest; 'twas, indeed, the place 
To seek Sebastian. Through a track of death 
I followed him, by groans of dying foes, 
But still I came too late, for he was flown 
Like lightning, swift before me to new slaughters. 
I mowed across, and made irregular harvest. 
Defaced the pomp of battle, but in vain. 
For he was still supplying death elsewhere. 
This mads me, that perhaps ignoble hands 
Save overlaid him, for they could not conquer: 
Murdered by midtitudes, whom I alone 
Had right to slay; I too would have been slain, 
That catching hold upon his flitting ghost, 
I might have robbed him of his opening heaven, 
And dragged him down with me, §pite-o£.^«deatination. 

Bend. 'Tis of as much import &s Afric's worth, 
To know what came of him, and of Almeyda, 
J3ie sister of the vanquished Mahomet, 
I Whose fatal beauty to her brother drew 
The land's third part, as Lucifer did heaven's. 

"Dor. I hope she died in her own female calling. 
As for Sebastian, we must search the field, 
And where we see a mountain of the slain. 



94 SELECT DRAMATIC WORKS. 

Send one to climb, and looking down below, 
There he shall find him at his manly length, 
With his face up to heaven, in the red monument, 
Which his true sword has digged. 

Bend. Yet we may jwssibly hear further news; 
For while our Africans pursued the chase. 
The captain of the rabble issued out, 
With a black shirtless train to spoil the dead. 
And seize the living. 

Dor, Each of them an host, 
A million strong of vermin every villain; ^ 

No part of government, but lords of anarchy, '' 
Chaos of power, and privileged destruction. 

Bend. Yet I must tell you, friend, the great must use / 
Sometimes as necessary tools of tumult. [them^ 

Dor. I would use them ^— ^ 

like dogs in times of plague, outlaws of nature, 
Fit to be shot and brained, without a process. 
To stop infection, that's their proper death. 

Bend. No more, 
Behold the Emperor coming to survey 
The slaves, in order to perform his vow. 

Enter Muley-Moluch, the Emperor, with attendants, 
the Mufti, and Muley-Zeydan. 

MvX. Mol. Our armours now may rust, our idle scimitars 
vfiang by our sides for ornament, not use; 
Children shall beat our atabals and drums, 
And all the noisy trades of war no more 
Shall wake the peaceful mom. The XeriflTs blood 
No longer in divided channels runs. 
The younger house took end in Mahomet. 
Nor shall Sebastian's formidable name 
Be longer used, to lull the crying babe ! 

Muf. For this victorious day our mighty prophet 
Expects your gratitude, the sacrifice 
Of Christian slaves, devoted, if you won. 

Mul. Mol. The purple present shall be richly paid; 
That vow performed, fasting shall be abolished ; 
None ever served Heaven well with a starved face. 
Preach abstinence no more; I tell thee Mufti, 
€k)od feasting is devout. And thou our head 
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Ha43t a reUgious, ruddy countenance. 
We Wll have learned luxury; our lean faith ^ 

Giyesf scandal to the Christians; they feed high. 
( Then look for shoals of converts, when thou hast 
/ Reformed us into feasting. 

Muf, Fasting is but the letter of the law, 
Yet it shows well to preach it to the vulgar. 
Wine is against our law, that's literal too, 
But not denied to Kings and to their guides; 
Wine is a holy liquor for the great. 

Dor, \A8ide?^ This Mufti in my conscience is some 
English renegade, he talks so favourably of toping. 

Mvl, Mol, Bring forth the unhappy relics of the war. 

Enter Mustapha, Captain of tJie Babble, with his followers 
of the Bktck Gvxx/rd, dhc, and other Moors, With 
them a company of Portuguese slaves, without any 
of the chief persons. 

Mvl. Mol, These are not fit to pay an Emperor's vow; 
Our bulls and rams had been more noble victims; 
These are but garbage, not a sacrifice. 

Muf The prophet must not pick and choose his oflferings ; 
Now he has given the day, 'tis past recalling. 
And he must be content with such as these. [masters. 

MvZ, Mol, But are these all? Speak you that are their 

Must, All upon my honour. If you'll take them as 
their fathers got them, so. If not, you must stay till 
they get a better generation. These Christians are mere 
bunglers; they procreate nothing but out of their own 
wives, and these have all the looks of eldest sons. 

Mid. Mol, Pain of your lives, let none conceal a 

slave. 

Must, Let every man look to his own conscience; I am 
sure mine shall never hang me. 

Bend, Thou speak'st as if thou wert privy to conceal- 
ments ; then thou art an accomplice. 

Must. Nay, if accomplices must suffer, it may go hard 
with me ; but here's the devil on't : there's a great man, 
and a holy man, too, concerned with me. Now, if I 
confess, he'll be sure to escape between his greatness and 
his holiness, and I shall be murdered because of my 
poverty and rascality. 
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M^f. \Winking at Aim.] Then, if thy Bileoce save the 
great and holy, 
'TU Biire thou shalt go straight to Paradise. 

Must. 'Tis a fine place, they say ; but doctor, I am not 
worthy on't ; I am contented with this homely world; 'tis 
good enough for such a poor rascally Mussulman as I am. 
Besides, I have learned so much good manners, doctor, as 
to let my betters be served before me. 

MtU. Mol. Thou talk'at as if the Mufti were concerned. 

Must. Tour majesty may lay your soul on't. But for 
my part, though 1 am a, phdn fellow, yet I scorn to be 
tricked into Paradise. I would he should know it. The 
truth on't is, an't like you, his reverence bought of me 
the flower of all the market ; these — these are but dpgs- 
uieat to them ; and a round price he paid me, too ; Fll 
say that for Mm ; but not enough for me to venture my 
neck for. If I get Paradise when my time comes, I can't 
help myself; but 111 venture nothing beforehand upon a 
blind bargain. 

Mid. Mol. Where are those slaves ! produce them. 

Miif. They are not what he says. 

Mul. Mol. No more excuses. 

[One goea out to fetch theTn. 
Know thou may'st better dally 
With a dead prophet, than a living king. 

Muf. I but reserved them to present thy greatness 
An offering worthy thee. 

Must. By the same token, there was a. dainty vii^in 
{virgin, said I ! but I would not be too positive of that, 
neither), with a roguish leering eye ! he paid me down 
upon the nail a thousand golden sultanins, or he had 
never had her, I can tell him that. Now, is it veiy 
likely he would pay so dear for such a delicious morsel, 
and give it away out of his own mouth ; when it had 
such a farewell with it tool 

E-nter Sebastian conducted in mean habit, with Alvabez, 
Antonia, and Almeyda, her face veiled with a 
bamus. 
Mul. Med. Ay ; these look like the workmanship of 

This is the porcelain clay of human kind, [heaven; 

And therefore cast into tliese noble moulds. 
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Dor, [Aside, while the Emperor whispers 'Be2!IJ)VCAJl] By 
all my wrongs, 
Tis he ! Damnation seize me, but 'tis he ! 
M7 heart heaves up and swells ; he's poison to me. 
My injured honour and my ravished love 
Bleed at their murderer's sight. 

Bend, [To Dorax aside,] The Emperor would learn 
You know them. [these prisoners' names ; 

Don, Tell him, no ; 

And trouble me no more I will not know them. 

Shall I trust Heaven, that Heaven which I renounced,^ 

[Aside, 
With my revenge 1 Then, where's my satisfaction 1 
No, it must be my own ; I scorn a proxy. 

MiU, MoL 'Tis decreed. 
These of a better aspect, with the rest. 
Shall share one common doom, and lots decide it. 
For every numbered captive put a ball 
Into an urn, three only black be there, 
The rest, all white, are safe. 

Muf, Hold, sir, the woman must not draw. 

Mul. Mol Mufti, 
We know your reason ; let her share the danger. 

Muf, Our law says plainly, women have no souls. 

MvZ, Mol, 'Tis true, their souls are mortal ; set her by; 
Yet, were Almeyda here, though fame reports her 
The fairest of her sex, so much unseen 
I hate the sister of our rival house. 
Ten thousand such dry notions of our Alcoran 
Should not protect her life ; if not immortal, 
Die as she could, all of a piece, the better 
That none of her remain. 

[Here is an v/rn brought in ; the prisoners approach 
uoith great concernment, and amongst tlie rest Sebas- 
tian, Alvarez, and Antonia, who come more cheer- 
fully. 

Dor, [Aside,] Poor abject creatures, how they fear todie ! 
These never knew one happy hour in life. 
Yet shake to lay it down. Is load so pleasant ? 
Or has Heaven hid the happiness of death. 

That men may dare to live ? Now for our heroes. 

[The three approach. 
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Oy these come up with spirits more resolved ! 

Old venerable Alvarez, well I know him, 

The favourite once of this Sebastian's father ; 

Now Minister (too honest for his trade); 

Religion bears him out, a thing taught young, 

In age ill practised, yet his prop in death. 

O, he has drawn a black ; and smiles upon't, 

As who should say, my faith and soul are white. 

Though my lot swarthy. Now, if there be hereafter, 

He's bless'd ; if not, well cheated, and dies pleased. 

AnL [Holding his lot in hia clenched handJ] Here I have 
Be what thou wilt : I will not look too soon. [thee, 

Thou hast a colour ; if thou proVst not right, 
I have a minute good ere I behold thee. 
Now let me roll and grubble thee. 

Blind men say white feels smooth, and black feels rough; 
Thou hast a rugged skin; I do not like thee. 

Dor. There's the amorous airy spark, Antonia ; 
The wittiest woman's toy in Portugal. 
Lord, what a loss of treats and serenades ! 
The whole she nation will be in mourning for him. 

Ant, I've a moist, sweaty palm, the more's my sin ; 
If it be black — ^yet only dyed — ^not odious. 
Damned natural ebony — there's hopes in rubbing 

To wash this Ethiop white. [Looks,] Pox of the 

As black as hell — another lucky saying ! [proverb ! 

I think the devil's in me ^good again, 

I cannot speak one syllable, but tends 

To death or to damnation. [Holds up his haU, 

Dor, [Aside,] He looks uneasy at his future journey, 
And wishes his boots off again, for fear ' 
Of a bad road, and a worse inn at night. 
Go to bed, fool, and take secure repose. 
For thou shaJt wake no more. 

[Sebastian comes tip to draw, 

Mvl. Mol, [To Bend.] Mark him who now approaches 

[to the lottery. 
He looks secure of death, superior greatness, 
Like Jove when he made fate, and said, Thou art 
The slave of my creation ; I admire him. 
" Befnd, He looks as man was made, with face erect, 
That scorns his brittle corps, and seems ashamed 
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He's not all spirit ; his eyes with a dumb pride 

Accusing fortune that he fell not warm ; 

Yet now disdains to live. [Sebastian dra/ws a black. 

MvJL, Mol. He has his wish ; 
And I have failed of mine. 

Dot, [-4«iefo.] Robb'd of my vengeance, by a trivial 
!Bine work above, that their anointed care [chance. 

Should die such little death; or did his genius 
Know mine the stronger demon, feared the grapple, 
And looking round him, found this nook of fate 
To skulk behind my sword ? Shall I discover him \ 
Still he would not die minej; no thanks to my 
Revenge: reserved but to more royal shambles. 
'Twere base, too, and below those vulgar soids 
That shared his danger, yet not one disclosed him. 
But struck with reverence, kept an awful silence, 
ril see no more of this ; dog of a prophet ! \EQdt, 

Mvl, Mol, One of these three is a whole hecatomb. 
And therefore only one of them shall die. 
The rest are but mute cattle ; and when death 
Comes like a rushing lion, couch like spaniels. 
With lolling tongues, and tremble at the paw. 
Let lots again decide it. 

\The three draw again, amd the lot fade on Sebastian. 

S^a>8, Then there's no more to manage ! If I fall, 
vJJtt shall be like myself; a setting sun 
^Shoxdd leave a track of glory in the skies. 
^ehold Sebastian, King of Portugal. 
^MtU. Mol, Sebastian ! ha ! it must be he ; no other 
Could represent such suffering majesty ; 
I saw him, as he terms himself, a sun 
, Struggling in dark ecUpse, and shooting day 
On either side of the black orb that veiled him. 

Sehas, Not less even in this despicable now. 
Than when my name filled Afric with afrights. 
And froze your hearts beneath your torrid zone. 

Bend, [To Mul. Mol.] Extravagantly brave ! even to 
Of greatness. [an impudence 

Sehas, Here satiate all your fury ; 
Let fortune empty her whole quiver on me, 
I have a soul, that like an ample shield 
Can take in all, and verge enough for more. 
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I would have conquered you ; and ventured only 

A narrow neck of land for a third world, 

To give my loosened siibjects room to play. 

Fate was not mine, 

Nor am I Fate's ; Jiow I liave pleased my longing, 

And trod the ground which I beheld from far, 

I beg no pity for this moiddering clay ! 

For if you give it burial, there it takes 

Possession of your earth ; 

If bum'd and scattered in the air, the winds 

That strew my dust diffuse my royalty. 

And spread me o*er your clime ; for where one atom 

Of mine shall light, know there Sebastian reigns. 

Mul. Mot, What shall I do to conquer thee % 

Sebds. Impossible ! 
Souls know no conquerors. 

Mvl, Mol, 1*11 show thee for a monster thro' my Afiic. 
' Sebas, No, thou canst only show me for a man ; 
Afric is stored with monsters ; man's a prodigy 
Thy subjects have not seen. 

Mvit, Mol, Thou talk'st as if 
Still at the head of battle. 

Sebas. Thou mistak'st, 
For then I would not talk. 

Bend. Sure he would sleep — 

Sebas, Till doom's-day; when the trumpet sounds to 
For that's a soldier's call. [rise ; 

Mid, Mot, Thou'rt brave too late ; 
Thou should'st have died in battle like a soldier. 

Sebas, I fought and fell like one, but death deceived 
I wanted weight of feeble Moors upon me, [me ; 

To crush my soul out. 

MtU, Mol, Still untameable ! 
In what a ruin has thy headstrong pride, 
Ajad boundless thirst of empire, plunged thy people ! 
/ Sebas, What say'st thou ? ha ! no more of that. 

Mul. Mol, Behold, 
What carcasses of thine thy crimes have strewed. 
And left our Afric vultures to devour. 

Bend, Those souls were those thy God entrusted with 
To cherish, not destroy. [thee, 

Sebas, Witness, O Heaven, how much 
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This sight concerns me ! Would I had a soul 
For each of these, how gladly would I pay 
The ransom down ; but since I have but one, 
TKs a king's life, and freely 'tis bestowed. 
Not your false prophet, but eternal justice 
Has destined me the lot, to die for these ; 
'Tis fit a sovereign so should pay such subjects, 
For subjects such as they are seldom^ seen. 
Who not forsook me at my greatest need. 
Nor for base lucre sold their loyalty ; 
But shared my dangers to the last event, [yo^ r 

And fenced them with their own. These thanks I pay 

[Wipes his eyes. 
And know that when Sebastian weeps, his tears 
Come harder than his blood. 

Mul. Mol. They plead too strongly 
To be withstood ! My clouds are gathering too, 
In kindly mixture with his royal shower. 
Be safe, and owe thy life not to my gift, 
'But to the greatness of thy mind, Sebastian. 
{Thy subjects, too, shall live ; a due reward 
iFSr their untainted faith in thy concealment. 

Muf. B^member, sir, your vow. \A general shout, 

Mul, Mol, Do thou remember 
Thy function, mercy, and provoke not blood. 

i'hd, Zeyd, One of his generous fits, too strong to last. 

[Aside to Benducar. 
Bend, The Mufti reddens ; mark that holy cheek. 

[To him. 
He frets within, froths treason at his mouth, 
And chums it through his teeth ; leave me to work him. 

Sebas. A mercy unexpected, undesired. 
Surprises more. You've learned the art to vanquish ; 
You could not (give me leave to tell you, sir) 
Have given me life but in my subjects' safety ; 
Kings, who are fathers, live but in their people. 

Mul. MoL Still great, and grateful, that's thy character. 
Unveil the woman ; I would view the face 
That warmed our Mufti's zeal : 
^ese pious parrots peck the fairest fruit ; 
^h tasters are for kings. 

[Officers go to Almeyda to unveil her. 
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Aiim. Stend ofi^ ye slaves ; I will not be nnTeiled. 

MuL MoL Slave is thy tide ; force her. 

SeAas. On yoor lives, approach her not. 

MuL MoL HoVsthisf 

Sebas. Sir, pardon me, 
And hear me speak 

Aim, Hear me : I will be heard. 
I am no slave ; the noblest blood of Afiic 
Rons in my veins, a purer stream than thine } 
For, iho' derived firom the same source, thy current 
Is puddled and defiled with-tyranny. 

MuL MoL What female fury have we here ! 

Aim. I should be one. 
Because of kin to thee ; would'st thou be touched 
By the presuming hands of saucy grooms % 
The same respect, nay more, is due to me : 
More for my sex ; the same for my descent. 
These hands are only fit to draw tiie curtain. 
Now, if thou dar'st, behold Almeyda's face. 

[Unveils herself. 

Bend. [Aside.'] Would I had never seen it. 

Aim. She whom thy Mufti taxed to have no soul ; 
Let AMc now be judge ; 
Perhaps thou think'st I meanly hope to 'scape, 
As did Sebastian, when he o¥nied his greatness. 
But to remove that scruple, know, base man. 
My murdered father and my brother's ghost 
Still haunt this breast, and prompt it to revenge. 
Think not I could forgive, nor dare thou pardon. 

Mtd. Md. Would'st thou revenge thee, trait'ress, had'st 
thouTpower 1 

Aim. Traitor, I would ; the name's more justly thine j 
Thy father was not more than mine the heir 
Of this large empire ; but with arms united 
They fought their way, and seized the crown by force : 
And equal as their danger was their share ; 
For where was eldership, where none had idght 
But that which conquest gave 1 'Twas thy ambition 
Pulled from my peaceful father what his sword 
Helped thine to gain ; surprised him and his kingdom, 
No provocation given, no war declared. 

MvX. MoL I'll hear no more. 
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Aim. This is the living coal, that burning in me 
Would flame to vengeance, could it find a vent j 
My brother, too, that lies yet scarcely cold 
In his deep wat'ry bed ; my wand'ring mother, 
"Who in exile died. 

O that I had the fruitful heads of Hydra, 
That one might bourgeon where another fell ! 
Still would I give thee work ; still, still, thou tyrant. 
And hiss thee with the last. 

Mnl, Mol. Something, I know not what, comes over 
Whether the toUs of battle, unrepaired [me ; 

With due repose, or other sudden qualm. 
Benducar, do the rest. \Goe8 off; the Court foUowa him. 

Bend. Strange ! in full health ! this pang is of the soul ; 
The body's unconcerned ; I'll think hereafber. 
Conduct these royal captives to the castle j 
Bid Dorax use them well, till further order. 

\Going off; stops. 
The inferior captives their first owners take. 
To sell, or to dispose. You, Mustapha, 
Set ope the market for the sale of slaves. [Exit Ben. 

\The masters and slaves come forwa/rdy a/nd buyers of 
severed qualities com>e in a/nd chaffer about the several 
ovmers, who TnaJce their slaves do tricks. 

Must. My chattels are come into my hands again, and 
my conscience will serve me to sell them twice over ; any 
price now, before the Mufti comes to claim them. 

1st Mer, \To Must.] What dost thou hold that old 
fellow at ? [PoirUing to Alvarez. 

He's tough, and has no service in his limbs. 

Must. I confess he's somewhat tough ; but I suppose 
you would not boil him. I ask for him a thousand 
<jrowns. 

1st Mer, Thou mean'st a thousand maravedies. 

Must. Prithee, friend, give me leave to know my own 
meaning. 

Ist Mer, What virtues has he to deserve that price ? 

Must, Marry come up, sir ! virtues quotha ! I took 
him in the king's company ; he's of a great family, and 
rich j what other virtues would'st thou have in a noble- 
man? 

1st Mer. I buy him with another man's purse, that's 
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my comfort. My Lord Dorax, the Governor, will have 
him at aiiy rate. There's hansel. Come, old fellow, to 
the castle. 

Alva. [A^ide.l To what is miserable age reserved ! 
But oh the King ! and oh the fatal secret ! 
Which I have kept thus long to time it better, 
And now I would disclose, 'tis past my power. 

[Exit vnth his master. 

Must Something of a secret and of the King I heard 
him mutter. A pimp, I'll warrant him, for I am sure he 
is an old courtier. Now to put off t'other remnant of 
my merchandise, — Stir up, simJi. \To Antonio. 

AtU, Dog, what would'st thou have 1 

Must, Learn better maimers, or I shall serve you a 
dog-trick: come down upon all four immediately; I'll 
make you know your rider. 

Ant. Thou wilt not make a horse of me ] 

Must Horse or ass, that's as thy mother made thee, — 
but take earnest in the first place for thy sauciness. 
[Lashes him with his whip,'\ Be advised, friend, and 
buckle to thy gears : Behold my ensign of royalty dis- 
played over thee. 

Ant I hope one day to use thee worse in Portugal. 

Mv^t, Ay, and good reason, friend ; if thou catchest 
me a conquering on thy side of the water, lay me on 
lustily ; I'll take it as kindly as thou dost this. 

[Holds v/p his whip. 

Ant [Lying dcnonJ] Hold, my dear thrum-cap ; I obey 
thee cheerfully. I see the doctrine of non-resistance is 
never practised thoroughly but when a man can't help 
himself. 

Unter a Second Merchant. 

2nd Mer. You, Mend, I would see that fellow do his 
postures. 

Mt^t [Bricking Ant.] Now, sirrah, follow; for you 
have rope enough. To your paces, villain ; amble, larot, 

and gallop. Quick about, there Yeap, the more 

money's bidden for you, the more your credit. 

[Antonia foUows at the end of his bridle on his hands 
and /eet, and does aU his postwres. 

^nd Mer. He's weU chin'd, and has a tolerable good 
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back; that's half in half. [To Must.] I would see him 
strip; has he no diseases about him 1 

MiMt, He's the best piece of man's flesh in the market; 
not an eje-sore in his whole body. Feel his legs, master, 
neither splint, spavin, nor wind-gall. 

[Claps him on the ahovMer. 

£nd Mer. [Feeling about himy and then putting his hand 
on his side,^ Out upon him, how his flank heaves ! The 
whorson's broken winded, 

MiAsL Thick breathed a little; nothing but a sorry 
cold with lying out a nights in trenches ; but sound wind 
and limb, I warrant him. Try him at a loose trot a 
Httle. 

[Puts the bridle into his hand; he strokes him. 

Ant. For Heaven's sake, owner, spare me ; you know 
I am but new broken. 

2nd Mer. 'Tis but a washy jade, I see ; what do you 
ask for this bauble 1 

Alust. Bauble do you call himi he's a substantial true- 
bred beast ; bravely forehanded : mark but the cleanness 
of his shapes too : his dam may be a Spanish gennet, but 
H true barb by the sire, or I have no skill in horseflesh. 
Marry, I ask six hundred xerifls for him. 

Enter Mufti. 

Muf. What^s that you are asking, sirrah ? 

Must. Marry, I ask your reverence six hundred par- 
dons; I was doing you a smaU piece of service here, 
putting off your cattle for you. 

Miif. And putting the money into your own pocket. 

MtisL Upon vulgar reputation, no, my lord; it was for 
yoiu' profit and emolument. What, wrong the head of 
my religion 1 I was sensible you would have damned me, 
or any man that should have injured you in a single 
farthing; for I knew that was sacrifice. 

Muf. Sacrilege you mean, sirrah, and damning 

shall be the- least part of your punishment: I have taken 
you in the maimer, and will have the law upon you. 

Must. Good my lord, take pity upon a poor man in 
this world, and damn me in the next. 

Muf. No, sirrah, so you may repent, and 'scape punish- 

H 
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ment. Did you not sell this very slave amongst the rest 
to me, and take money for him 1 

21ibsL Bight, my lord. 

Muf, And selling him again, take money twice for the 
same commodity ? Oh, villain ! But did you not know 
him to be my slave, sirrah 1 

Miist. Why should I lie to your honour 1 I did know 
him; and thereupon seeing him wander about, took him 
up for a stray and impounded him, with intention to 
restore him to the right owner. 

MtLf. And yet at the same time was selling him to 
another : how rarely the story hangs together ! 

Must. Patience, my lord. I took him up, as yotrr 
herriot, with intention to have made the best of him, and 
then have brought the whole product of him in a purse 
to you; for I know you would have spent half of it upon 
your pious pleasures, have hoarded up the other half, and 
given the remainder in charities to the poor. 

Muf. And what's become of my other slave 1 Thou 
hast sold him too, I have a villanous suspicion. 

Mv^t I know you have, Toj lord; but while I was 
managing this young robustious fellow, that old spark, 
who was nothing but skin and bone, and by consequence 
very nimble, slipt thro' my fingers like an eel, for there 
was no hold-fast of him, and ran away to buy himself a 
new master. 

3/w/! [To Ant.] Follow me home, sirrah. [To Must.] 
I shall remember you some other time. 

[Exit Mufti witli Antonia* 

MiLst I never doubted your lordship's memory for an 
ill turn. And I shall remember him, too, in the next 
rising of the mobile for this act of resumption, and more 
especiaily for the ghostly counsel he gave me before the 
Emperor, to have hanged myself in silence to have saved 
his reverence. The best on't is, I am beforehand witk 
him for selling one of his slaves twice over. And if he 
had not come just in the nick, I might have |)ocketed up 
the other. For what should a poor man do that gets hiB 
living by hard labour, but pray for bad times when he 
may get it easily? O for some incomparable tumult! 
Then should I naturally wish that the beaten party might 
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prevail, because we have plundered the other side already, 

and there's nothing more to get of them. 

Both rich and poor for their own interest pray, 

"lis ours to ma^e our fortune while we may ; 

For kingdoms are not conquered every day. [Exit 



ACT II. Scene I. 

Supposed to he a Terrace WdUc, orh the ^ide 0/ tJie 

Castle of Alcaaa/r, 

ErUer Emperor and Benducar. 

Emp, And think'st thou not it was discovered % 

Bend, No; 
The thoughts of kings are like religious groves, 
The walks of muffled gods : sacred retreat, 
Where none but whom they please to admit approach. 

Emp. Did not my conscious eyes flash out a flame 
To lighten those brown horrors, and disclose 
Tlie secret path I trod 1 

Bend. I could not find it, till you lent a clue 
To that close labyrinth ; how, then, should they ? 

Emp, I would be loath they should ; it breeds contempt 
For herds to listen, or presume to pry, 
When the hurt lion groans within his den. 
But is't not strange ? 

Bend, To love? not more than 'tis to live — a tax 
Imposed on all by nature, paid in kind, 
Familiar as our being. 

Emp. Sjiill, 'tis strange 
To me. I know my soul as wild as wind 
That sweeps the deserts of our moving plains. 
Love might as well be sowed upon our sands, 
As in a breast so barren. 
To love an enemy, the only one 
Remaining too, whom yester sun beheld 
Mustering her charms, and rolling, as she pass'd 
By every squadron, her alluring eyes. 
To edge her champions' swords, and urge my ruin. 
The shouts of soldiers, and the burst of cannon, 
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Mountain even still a deaf and mnrmming noise ; 
Xor is Heaven yet reooTered of the sound 
Her battle roused. Tet, spite of me, I lore. 

Bend, Wbaty thai, controls jouf 
Her person is as prostrate as her parly. 

JSmp. A thousand things control this conqueror — 
Mj native pride to own the unworthy passion, 
_Hazsid of interest, and mj pei^le's lore. 
jTo what a storm of &te am I eiqpoeed ! 
>irbat if I had her murdered f 'tis but what 
My subjects all expect, and she deserves. 
Would not the impossibility 
Of ever, ever seeing or possessing. 
Calm all this rage, this hurricane of soul 1 

Bend. That ever, ever — 
I marked the double — shows extreme reluctance 
To part with her for ev^r. 

Bmp. Kight, thou hast me. 
I would, but cannot kill ; I must enjoy her. 
I must, and what I must, be sure I will. 
What's royalty, but power to please myself? 
And if I dare not, theji am I the slave, 
And my own slaves the sovereigns. 'Tis resolved. 
Weak princes flatter when they want the power 
To curb their people : tender plants must bend ; 
But when a Government is grown to strength, 
like some old oak, rough with its armed bark, 
It yields not to the tug, but only nods, 
And turns to sullen state. 

Bend* Then you resolve 
To implore her pity, and to beg relief? 

Ump, Death, must I beg the pity of my slave ? 
Must a king beg ? Yes, love's a greater king ; <^ 
A tyrant, nay, a devil that possesses me ; ^ ^ *.^ 

He tunes the organs of my voice, and speaks 
Unknown to me within me ; pushes me, 
And drives me on by force. 

Say I should wed her, would not my wise subjects 
Take check, and think it strange ? perhaps revolt % 

Bend. I hope they would not. 

JSmp. Then thou doubt'st they would 1 

Bend, To whom 1 
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Emp. To her 
Perhaps, or to my brother, or to thee. [I tremble ! 

BeTid. \In disorder,^ To me! me did you mention? how 
The name of treason snakes my honest soul. 
If I am doubted, sir, 
Secure yourself this moment j take my life. 

Emp. No more : if I suspected thee — I would. 

Bmd. I thank your kindness. Guilt had almost lost 
me. [Aside, 

Emp, But clear my doubts. Think'st thou they may 

Bend, [Aside,^ This goes as I would wish. [rebel ? 

'Tis possible. 

A secret party still remains, that lurks 
Like embers raked in ashes — wanting but 
A breath to blow aside the involving dust, 
And then they blaze abroad. 

Emp. They must be trampled out. 

Bend. But first be known. 

Enip, Torture shall force it from them. 

Bend, You would not put a nation to the rack? 

Emp, Yes, the whole world ; so I be safe, I care not. 

Bend, Our limbs and lives 
Are yours, but mixing friends with foes is hard. 

Ernp, All may be foes ; or how to be distinguished. 
If some be friends'? 

Bend, They may with ease be winnowed. 
Suppose some one who has deserved your trust. 
Some one who knows mankind, should be employed 
To mix among them, seem a malcontent, 
And dive into their breasts, to try how far 
They dare oppose your love ! 

Emp, I like this well; 'tis wholesome wickedness. 

Bend, Whomever he suspects, he fastens there. 
And leaves no cranny of his soul unsearched : 
Then, like a bee bagg'd with his honey'd venom, 
He brings it to your hive : if such a man 
So able and so honest may be found j 
If not, my project dies. 

Emp, By all my hopes, thou hast described thyself. 
Thou, thou alone art fit to play that engine 
Thou only could'st contrive. 

Bend, Sure I could serve you ; 
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I think I could — but here's the difficulty, 
I'm so entirelj yours. 
That I should scurvily dissemble hate ; 
The cheat would be too gross. 

Emp. Art thou a statesman, 
And canst not be a hypocrite % impossible : 
Do not distrust thy virtues. 

Bend. If I must personate this seeming villain, 
Kemember 'tis to serve you. 

Emp. No more words : 
Love goads me to Almeyda, all affisdrs 
Are troublesome but that ; and yet that most. \G0i71g, 
Bid Dorax treat Sebastian like a king ; 
I had forgot him ; but this love mars all. 
And takes up my whole breast. [Exit Emperor, 

Bend, \To the Emp.'\ Be sure I'll tell him — 
With all the aggravating circumstances [Alone. 

I can, to make him swell at that command. 
The tyrant first suspected me ; 
Then with a sudden gust he whirled about 
And trusted me too far. Madness of power I 
Now, by his own consent I ruin him. 
For, should some feeble soul, for fear or gain. 
Bolt out to accuse me, even the king is cozened, 
And thinks he's in the secret. 
How sweet is treason when the traitor's safe? 

[Sees the Mufti and Dorax entering, atul 
seeming to confer. 
The Mufti, and with him my sullen Dorax ; 
That first is mine already. 
'Twas easy work to gain a covetous mind, 
Whom rage to lose his prisoners had prepared : * 
Now, caught himself. 

He would seduce another ; I must help him — 
For Churchmen, though they itch to govern all, 
Are silly, woeful, awkward politicians. 
They make lame mischief, though they mean it well ; 
Their interest is not finely drawn and hid. 
But seams are coarsely bungled up and seen. 

Muf, He'll tell you more. 

Bor, I've heard enough already 
To make me loathe thy morals. 
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Bend. \To D<yr,'\ You seem warm ; 
The good man's zeal perhaps has gone too far. 

Dor, Not very far: not farther than zeal goes 
Of course ; a small day's journey short of treason. 

Muf. By all that's holy, treason was not named, 
I spared the Emperor's broken vows, to save 
The slaves from death, though it was cheating Heaven, 
But I forgave him that. 

Dor, And slighted o'er \ScomfuUy. 

The wrongs himself sustained in property : 
When his bought slaves were seized by force, no loss 
Of his considered, and no cost repaid. 

Muf. Not wholly slighted o'er, not absolutely. 
Some modest hints of private wrongs I urged. 

Dor. Two thirds of all he said : there he began 
To show the fulness of his heart ; there ended. 
Some short excursions of a broken vow 
He made indeed, but flat insipid stuff; 
But when he made his loss the theme, he flourished, 
Relieved his fainting rhetoric with new figures. 
And thundered at oppressing tyranny. 

Muf. Why not, when sacrilegious power would beizo 
My property] 'Tis an afiront to Heaven, 
Whose person, tho* unworthy, I sustain. 

Dor. You've made such strong alliances above. 
That 'twere profaneness in us laity 
To offer eartlUy aid. 

I tell thee. Mufti, if the world wei'e wise, 
They would not wag one finger in your quarrels. 
Your heaven you promise, but our earth you covet : 
The phaetons of mankind, who fire that world 
Which you were sent by preaching but to warm. 

Bend. This goes beyond the mark. 

Muf. No, let him rail ; 
His prophet works within him. 
He's a rare convert. 

Dor. Now his zeal yearns 
To see me burnt ; he damns me from his church, 
Because I would restrain him to his duty. 
Is not the care of souls a load sufficient ] 
Are not your holy stipends paid for this ? 
Were you not bred apart from worldly noise. 
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To Btady Bonis, Uieir cnree aod their diseases^ 

If this be so, we ask you but our own ; 

Give ns year whole emplojmeiit, all your care j 

Hie provinoe of the soul is large enough 

To fill up every cranny of your time. 

And leave you much to answer if one wretch 

Be damned by your neglect. 

Bmd.[To the Mdfti.I He speaks but leason. 

Dor. Why ^en these foreign thou^ts of State-employ- 
Abhorrent to your function and your breeding 1 [mentB, 
Poor droning truants of unpractised cells, 
Bred in the fellowship of bearded boys, 
What wonder is it if you know not men ! 
Yet there jron live demure, with downcast eyes, 
And humble as your discipline requires ; 
But, when let loose from thence to live at large. 
Your little tincture of devotion dies. 
Then luxury succeeds, and seta agog 
With a new scene of yet untasted joys, 
You &11 with greedy hunger to the feast. 
Of all your college virtues nothing now 
But your original ignorance remains ; 
Bloated with pride, ambition, avarice, 
You swell to counsel kings and govern kingdoms. •' 

3fu/t He prates as if kings had not consciences, 
And none required directors but the crowd. 

Dor. As private men they want you, not as kings; 
I4or would you care to inspect tlieir public conscience. 
But that it draws dependencies of power. 
And earthly interest which you long to sway. 
Content you with monopolismg heaven. 
And let this little hanging ball alone. 
For, give you but a foot of conscience there, 
And you, like Archimedes, toss the globe. 
We know your thoughts of us, that laymen are 
Lug souls, and rubbish of remaining clay. 
Which heaven, grown weary of more perfect work, 
Set upright with a little puff of breath. 
And bid us pass for men. 

Mv/. I ^I not answer. 
Base, foul-mouthed renegade ; but 111 pray for thee. 
To show my charity. \ExU. Mum. 
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Bor, Do; but forget not him who needs it most; 
Allow thyself some share. He's gone too soon ; 
I had to tell him of his holy jugglings — 
Things that would startle faith, and make us deem 
Not this, or that, but aU religions false. 

B^Tid, [Aside.^ Our holy orator has lost the cause, 
But I shall yet redeem it. \To Dorax.] Let him go; 
For I have secret orders from the Emperor, 
Which none but you must hear: I must confess 
I could have wished some other hand had brought them. 
When did you see your prisoner, great Sebastian? 

Dor, You might as well have asked me, when I saw 
A crested dragon, or a basilisk : 
Both are less poison to my eyes and nature. 
He knows not I am I; nor shall he see me, 
Till time has perfected a labouring thought. 
That rolls within my breast. 

Bend. 'Twas my mistake : 
I guessed, indeed, that time, and his misfortunes. 
And your returning duty, had effaced 
The memory of past wrongs ; they would in me. 
And I judged you as tame and as forgiving. 

Dor. Forgive him ! no : I left my foolish faith. 
Because it would oblige me to forgiveness. 

Bend, I can't but grieve to find you obstinate; 
For you must see him : 'tis our Emperor's will. 
And strict command. 

Dor, I laugh at that command. [him. 

Bend, You must do more than see; serve and respect 

Dor, See, serve him, and respect, and after all 
My yet uncancelled wrongs, I must do this ! 
But I forget myself. 

Bend, Indeed you do. 

Dor, The Emperor is a stranger to my wrongs; 
I need but tell my story to revoke 
This hard commission. 

Bend, Can you call me friend. 
And think I could neglect to speak at full 
The affronts you had from your ungrateful master? 

Dor, And yet enjoined my service and attendance? 

Bend, And yet enjoined them both. Would that were 
He screwed his face into a hardened smile, [all; 

And said Sebastian knew to govern slaves. 
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Dor. Slaves are the growth of Afric, not of Europe ; 
By Hearen. I will not lar dowa mj comnuBsioii; 
Not at his foot, I will not stoop bo low; 
But if there be a part in all his fiice 
More sacre«! tJian the rest, I'll throw it there. 

Bead. You may; but then yon lose all future means 
Of Tengeance on Sebastian, when no more 
Alcade of due fort. 

Dor. That thought escaped me. 

Bend. Keep your command, and be revenged on botli : 
Nor soothe roaraelf ; you have no power to a&out him ; 
The Emperor's love protects him from insults. 
And he who ef>oke that proud, ill-uatured word. 
Following the bent of his impetuous temper, 
May force your reconcilement to Sebastian: 
Nny, bid you kneel and kiss tlie oUbnding foot, 
That kicked you &om his presence. 
But think not to divide their punishment; 
You c-umot touch a hair of loathed Sebastian, 
While Muley-SIoJuch lives. 

Dor. What means this riddlel 

Bend. 'Tis out: there needs no (Edipus to solve it. 
Our Emperor is a tyrant, feared and hated; 
I scarce remember in his reign one day 
Fass guiltless o'er his execrable head. 
He thinks the sun is lost that sees not blood: 
When none is shed we count it holiday. 
We, who are most in favour, cannot call 
This hour our own. You know the younger brother, 
Mild Muley-Zeydan^ 

Dor. Hold, and let me think. 

Ben'l. The soldiers idolise you. 
He trusts you with the castle. 
The key of all his kingdom. 

Dor. Well; and he trusts you too. 

Bmt'l. Else I were mad. 
To hazard such a daring enterprise. 

Dur. He trusts us both ; mark that, shall we betray 
A master who reposes life and empire [hitn j 

Oil our fidelityl I grant he is a tyrant. 
That hiited name my nature most abhoi-s; 
More, as you say, has loaded me with scorn. 
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Even with the last contempt, to serve Sebastian. 
Yet more he. knows he vacates my revenge; 
Which but by this revolt I cannot compass; 
But, while he trusts me, 'twere so base a part 
To fawn and yet betray : I should be hissed 
And whooped in hell for that ingratitude. 

Bend, Consider well what I have done for you. 

Dor, Consider thou what thou wouldst have me do. 

Bemd. You've too much honour for a renegade. 

Dor, And thou too little faith to be a favourite. 
Is not the bread thou eat'st, the robe thou wear'st, 
Thy wealth and honours, all the pure indulgence 
Of him thou wouldst destroy? 

And would his creature, nay, his friend, betray him] 
Why then no bond is left on human kind: 
Distrusts, debates, immortal strifes ensue; 
Children may murder parents, wives their husbands; 
All must be rapine, wars, and desolation. 
When trust and gratitude no longer bind. 

Bend, Well have you argued in your own defence; 
You who have burst asunder aU those bonds, 
And turned a rebel to your native Prince. 

Dor, True, I rebelled; but when did I beti*ay? 
Indignities which man could not support, 
Provoked my vengeance to this noble crime : 
But he had stripped me first of my command, 
Dismissed my service, and absolved my faith ; 
And, with disdainful language, dared my worst. 
I but accepted war, which he denounced: 
Else had you seen not Dorax, but Alonzo, 
With his couched lance against your foremost Moors; 
Perhaps, too, turned the fortune of the day; 
Made AAic mourn, and Portugal triumph. 

Bend, Let me embrace thee. 

Dor. Stand off, sycophant, 
And keep infection distant. 

Bend, Brave and honest. 

Dor, In spite of thy temptations. 

Bend, Call them trials : 
They were no more: thy faith was held in balance. 
And nicely weighed by jealousy of power, 
Yast was the trust of such a royal charge; 
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And our wise Emperor might justly fear 
Sebastian might be freed and recoiiciled 
B7 new obligementB to thy former love. 

Dor. I doubt thee still ; thy reasons were too strong, 
And driven too near the head, to be but arfifioe: 
And after all, I know thou art a statesman, 
Where truth is rarely found. 

Bend. Beh<dd the Emperor; 

EnUr Empkkob, Sxbastias, artd Alhutda. 
Ask him, I b^ thee, to be justified. 
If he employed me not to ford thy soul, 
And tiy the footing whether false or firm. 

Dor. Death to my eyes, I see Sebastian with himt 
Must he be aerredl avoid him; if #e meet, 
It must be like the crash of heaven and eardi. 
To involve us both in ruin. [Exit. 

Bend. 'Twas a bare saving game I made with Dorax, 
But better so than lost: he cannot hurt me. 
That I precautioned; I must ruin him. 
But now this love; ay, there's the gathering storm! 
The tyrant must not wed Almeyda; no, 
That ruins all the fabric I am raising. 
Yet seeming to approve it gave me time. 
And gaming time gains alL 

[Benducak goes atid waits behind the Emperor. 
The Emperor, Sebastian, and Almeyda, advance to the- 
Jriyat of the stage: guards and attendants. 

Emp. [To Sebas.] I bade them serve you, and if they 
I keep my lions keen within their dens, [obey not. 

To stop their maws with disobedient slaves. 

Sebas. If I had conquered. 
They could not have with more observance waited : 
Their eyes, htods, and feet, 

Aro all so quick, they seem to have but one motion, 
Tu catch my flying words. Only the Alcade 
Shuns me, and, with a grim civility, 
Bows, aud declines my walks. 

Enip. A. renegade ! 
I know no more of him, but that he's brave. 
And hates your Christian sect. If you can frame 



DON SEBASTIAN. 117 

A farther wish, give wing to your desires, 
And name the thing jou want. 

Sebas. My liberty ; 
For were even Paradise itself my prison, 
Still I should long to leap the crystal walls. 

Ernp. Sure our two souls have somewhere been ac- 
In former beings ; or struck out together, [quainted 

One spark to Afric flew, and one to Portugal. 
Expect a quick deliverance. [Turning to Alm.] Here's a 
Of kindred soul to both. Pity our stars [third. 

Have made us foes 1 I should not wish her death. 

Aim, I ask no pity: if I thought my soul 
Of kin to thine, soon would I rend my heart-strings, 
And tear out that alliance. But thou, viper, 
Hast cancelled kindred, made a rent in nature. 
And through her holy bowels gnawed thy way. 
Through thy own blood to empire. 

Emp, This again ; 
And yet she lives, and only lives to upbraid me. 

Sehaa, What honour is there in a woman's death ! 
Wronged as she says, but helpless to revenge ; 
Strong in her passion, impotent of reason. 
Too weak to hurt, too fail' to be destroyed. 
Mark her majestic fabric : she's a temple 
Sacred by birth, and built by hands divine ; 
Her soul's the deity that lodges there, 
Nor is the pile unworthy of the god. 

Emp. She's all that thou can'st say, or I can think. 
But the perverseness of her clamorous tongue 
Strikes pity deaf. 

Sd>a8, Then only hear her eyes ; 
Tho' they are mute they plead ; nay, more, command ; 
For beauteous eyes have arbitrary power. 
All females have prerogative of sex, 
The she's even of the savage herd are safe : 
All when they snarl or bite have no return 
But courtship from the male. 

Emp. Were she not she, and I not Muley-Moluch, 
She's mistress of inevitable charms 
For all but me ; nor am I so exempt. 
But that — ^I know not what I was to say — 
But I am too obnoxious to my friends, 
And swayed by your advice. 
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Sebas. Sir, I advised not ; 
By Heaven, I never counselled love, but pity. 

Emp. By Heaven, thou did'st. Deny it not, thou did'st; 
For wlmt wfta all that prodigality 
Of pmise, but to enslave me — 

Sehaa. Sir — 

Emp. No more : 
Tlion hast convinced me that she's wwrth my love. 

SehtM. [Aside.'] Was ever man so niined by himself 1 

Aim. T\ty love ! that odious mouth was never iramed 
To speak a wwrd so soft. 

Kame death again, for that thou canst pronounce 
WitJi horrid grace, becoming of a tyrant. 
Love is for human hearts, and not for thine. 
Where the brute beast extinguishes the man. 

Emp. Such if I were, yet rugged lions love, 
And grapple, and compel their savage dames. 
Mark, my Sebastian, how that sullen frown, [She/rowns. 
Like flasliing lightning, opens angry heaven; 
And while it kills, delights. But yet, insult not 
Too soon, proud beauty. I confess no love. 

Sebaa. No sir, I said so, and I witness for you. 
Not love, but noble pity moved your mind ; 
Interest might urge you, too, to save her life ; 
For those who wish her party lost, might murmur 
At shedding royal blood. 

iJvip. Eight, thou instnictest me. 
Interest of state requires not death, but marriage, 
To unite the jarring titles of our line. 

Sebas. I Aside.] Let me be dumb for over^ all I plead. 
Like wildfire thrown against the winds, returns 
With double force to bum me. 

Emp. Could I but bend to make my beauteous foe 
The ]iartner of my throne and of my bed — 

A hn. Still thou dissemblest ; but I read thy heart, 
And know the power of my own charms ; thou lov'st. 
And I am pleased for my revenge thou dost. 

Jimp. And thou hast cause. 

A /ill. I have, for I have power to make theo wretched. 
Be sure I will, and yet despair of freedom. 

Enip. Well, then, I love— 
And 'tU below my greatness to disown it ; 
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Love thee implacably, yet hate thee, too ; 
Would hunt thee bare-foot in the mid-day sun 
Through the parched desert and the scorching sands. 
To enjoy thy love, and once enjoyed, to kill fliee. 

Ahn. 'Tis a false courage, when thou threat'nest me ; 
Thou canst not stir a hand to touch my life — 
Do not I see thee tremble when thou speak*st 1 
Lay by thy Uon's hide, vain conqueror, 
And take the distaff, for thy soul's my slave. 

Emp, Confusion ! how thou view'st my very heart ! 
I could as soon 

Stop a spring-tide, blown in, with my bare hand, 
As this impetuous love. Yes, I will wed thee : 
In spite of thee and of myself, I will. 

Aim, For what 1 To people Africa with monsters. 
Which that unnatural mixture must produce ? 
No, were we joined, even tho' it were in death. 
Our bodies burning in one funeral pile. 
The prodigy of Thebes would be renewed, 
And my divided flame should break from thine. 

Emp, Serpent, I will engender poison with thee ; 
Join hate with hate, add venom to the birth. 
Our offspring, like the seed of dragon's teeth, 
Shall issue armed, and fight themselves to death. 

Ahn,. I'm calm again ; thou canst not marry me. 

Emp, As gleams of sunshine soften storms to showers, 
So if you smile, the loudness of my rage 
In gentle whispers shall return, but this — - 
That nothing can divert my love but death. 

Ahn. See how thou art deceived — I am a Christian ; 
'Tis true, unpractised in my new belief. 
Wrongs I resent, nor pardon yet with ease : 
Those fruits come late, and are of slow increase 
In haughty hearts like mine. Now, tell thyself 
If this one word destroy not thy design. 
The law permits thee not to marry me. 

Em)p. 'Tis but a specious tale, to blast my hopes, 
Ajid baffle my pretensions. Speak, Sebastian^ 
And, as a king, speak true. 

Sehaa, Then, thus adjured. 
On a king's word, 'tis truth, but truth ill-timed : 
For her dear life is now exposed anew ; 
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TJnlesB you wholly can put on diTimty, 
And graciously forgive. 

Aim. Nov, leam by this 
Hie little value I have left for life, 
And trouble me no more. 

£mp. I thank the woman ; 
Thou haat restored me to my native rage, 
And I will seize my happiness by force. [tempt 

Sebaa. Know, Muley-Moluch, when thou dar'st at- 

Emp. Beware ! I would not be provoked to use 
A conqueror's right, and therefore charge thy silence. 
If thou would'st merit to be thought my friend, 
I leave thee to persuade her to compliance. 
If not, there's a new gust in ravishment, 
"Which I have never tried. 

Bend. [Aitdeji They must be watched ; 
For something I observed creates a doubt. 

[Exit Ehp. and Bend. 

Sebat. I've been too tame, have basely home my wrongs. 
And not exerted aU the ting within me. 
I heard him, sweet Heaven, he threatened rape; 
Nay, insolently urged me to persuade thee. 
Even thee, thou idol of my soul and eyes. 
For whom I suffer life, and drag this being. 

Aim. You turn my prison to a paradise ; 
Bat I have turned your empire to a prison. 
In all your ware good fortune flew before you j 
Sublime you sat in triumph on her wheel. 
Till in my fatal cause your sword was drawn. 
The weight of my miafortunea dragged you down. 

Seba8. And is't not strange, that Heaven should bless 
In common causes, and desert the best 1 [my arms 

Now in your greatest, last extremity. 
When I would aid you most, and most desire it, 
I bring but sighs, the succours of a slave. 

Aim. teave then the luggage of your fate behind 
To make your flight more easy, leave Almeyda: 
Nor think me left a base, ignoble prey, 
Exposed to this inhuman tyrant's lust; 
My virtue is a guard beyond my strength. 
And death, my last defence, within my call. 

Sebas. Death may be called in vain, and cannot come; 
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Tyrants can tie him up from your relief: 
Nor has a Christian privilege to die. 
Alas, thou art too young in thy new faith ; 
Brutus and Cato mis^ht dischar/re' their souls, 
And give them furloughs for another wld: 
But we, like sentries, are obliged to stand 
In starless nights, and wait the appointed hour. 

Ahn, If shunning ill be good 
To those who cannot shun it but by death, 
Divines but peep on undiscovered worlds, 
And draw the distant landscape as they please : 
But who has e'er returned from those bright regions, 
To tell their manners, and relate their laws] 
m venture landing on that happy shore 
With an unsullied body and white mind; 
If I have erred, some kind inhabitant 
"Will pity a strayed soul, and take me home. 

Sebas. Beware of death, thou canst not die unperjured, 
And leave an unaccomplished love behind. 
Thy vows are mine; nor will I quit my claim: 
The tie of minds are but imperfect bonds. 
Unless the bodies join to seal the contract. 

Aim, What joys can you possess, or can I give. 
Where groans of death succeed the sighs of love] 
Our Hymen has not on his safBron robe; 
But, muffled up in mourning, downward holds 
His drooping torch, extinguished with his tears. 

Sebas. The god of love stands ready to revive it 
With his ethereal breath. 

Aim. 'Tis late to join, when we must part so soon. 

Sehas. Nay, rather let us haste it, ere we part : 
Our souls, for want of that acquaintance here. 
May wander in the starry walks above. 
And, forced on worse companions, miss oxirselves. 

Aim, The tyrant will not long be absent hence; 
And soon I shall be ravished from your arms. 

Sebas, Wilt thou thyself become the greater tyrant, 
And give not love while thou hast love to give? 
In dangerous days, when riches are a crime, 
The wife betimes make over their estates : 
Make o'er thy honour, by a deed of trust. 
And give me seizure of the mighty wealth. 

I 
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jS^Am- Bnt why th&t sigh in »»n«ing that good mant 

Almi. Tonr &ther'8 counsellor and confidant 

Sebaa. He was ; and, if he lires, mj second father. 
.'( ', Mailed our &rewell when going to Uie fight. 
You L'' vc Almejda for the word of battle ; 
Twiis in tliat fatal moment he discovered 
The \oy<- that long 'we l&boored to conceaL 
I know it ; tho' my eyes stood full of tears. 
Yet thru' the mist I saw him stedfast gaze, 
Then knocked his aged breast and inward groaned, 
Like Borae sad pro[£et that foresaw the doom 
Of those whom best he loved, and conld not save. 

Sebas. It startles me, and brings to my remembrance 
That, vihen the shock of battle was begun. 
He would have much complained (but had not time) 
Of our hid pauion ; then, with lifted hands. 
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He begg'd me by mj father's sacred soul, 

l^ot to espoiise 70U, if he died in fight ; 

For if he Hved, and we were conquerors, 

He had such things to urge against our marriage, 

As, now declared, would blunt my sword in battle, 

And dastardise my courage. 

Aim, My blood curdles. 
And cakes about my heart. 

Sebas, I'll breathe a sigh so warm into thy bosom. 
Shall make it flow again. My love, he knows not 
Thou art a Christian; that produced his fear, 
Lest thou shouldst soothe my soul with charms so strong, 
That Heaven might prove too weak. 

Aim. There must be more : 
This could not blunt your sword. 

jSebas. Yes, if I drew it with a curst intent. 
To take a misbeliever to my bed ; 
It must be so. 

Aim. Yet — 

Sehaa. No, thou shalt not plead 
With that fair mouth, against the cause of love. 
Within this castle is a captive priest. 
My holy confessor, whose free access 
Not even the barbarous victors have refused ; 
This hour his hands shall make us one. 

Aim. I go, with love and fortune, two blind guides. 
To lead my way, half loath and half consenting ; 
If, as my soul forebodes, some dire event 
Pursue this union, or some crime unknown. 
Forgive me Heaven ; and all ye blest above, 
Excuse the frailty of unbounded love. [Exeunt amho. 



Scene II. — Su^osed a Ga/rden, with Lodging Rooms 
behind it, or on the sides. 

Enter Mum, Antonia as a Slave, and Johayma, the 

Mufti's Wife. 

Muf. And how do you like him ? look upon him well ; 
he's a personable fellow of a Christian dog. Now I think 
you are fitted for a gardener. Ha! what/ say'st thou, 
Johayma \ 



^ 
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Joh. He may make shiA to sow lettuce, raise melons, 
and water a garden-plot ; bnt otherwise a veij filthy 
fellow ; bow odiously he smells of his coimtiy garlic \ 
fd^, how be stinks of Sjnin. 

Muf. Why, honey-bird, I bon^t Mm on purpose for 
thee ; didst thou not say tiion long'dst for a Christian 

Jok. Ay, bnt the sight of that loathsome creature has 
almost cured me ; and how can I tell that he's a Chris- 
tian t and he were well searched he may prove a Jew for 
aught I know. 

Ant. I was never taken for one in my own country ; 
and not very peaceable, neither, when I am well provoked. 

ifuf. To your occupation, dog ; bind up the jessamines 
in yonder arbour, and handle your pmning-knife witli 
<lext«rity ; tightly I say, go tightly to your business ; you 
have ccwt me much, and must earn it in your work : 
here's plentiful provision for you, rascal, saladding in the 
garden, and water in the tank, and on holidays the licking 
of a platter of rice when he deserves it. 

Joh. What have you been bred up to, sirrah, and what 
can you do to recommend you to my service % 

Ant. Why, madam, 1 can perform as much as any 
man in a fair lady's service. I can play upon the flute 
and sing; I can carry your umbrella, and fan your lady- 
slitp, and cool you when you are too hot ; in fine, no 
service shall come amiss to me; and besides, am of so 
quick an apprehension, that you need but wink uponme 
fit any time to make me understand my duty. 

Joh. The whelp may come to something in time, when 
I have entered him into his business. 

Mwf. A very malapert cur, I can tell him that ; I do 
not like his fawning ; you must be taught your distance, 
fi!iT;ili. ^Stfikes him. 

Jiik. Hold, hold ! He has deserved it, I confess ; but 
for once let his ignorance plead his pardon ; we must not 
discourage a beginner. Tour reverence has taught us 
charity even to birds and beasts; here, you filthy brute, 

you take this little alins to buy you plaisters. 

\Git>eS'him, a piece of money. 

Ant. [JsMfe.l Money, and a love-pinch in the inside of 
my pnlm into the bargain. 



DON SEBASTIAN. 125 

Enter a Servant 

Serv, Sir, my Lord Benducar is coming to wait on you, 
^nd is already at the palace gate. 

Mitf, Come in Johayma, regulate the rest of my wives 
xmd concubines, and leave the fellow to his work. 

Joh. How stupidly he stares about him, like a calf 
new come into the world. I shall teach you, sirrah, to 
know your business a little better. This way, you awk- 
ward rascal, here lies the arbour ; must I be showing you 
eternally 1 \Tv/rning him about, 

Muf, Come away, minion ; you shall show him nothing. 

Joh, I'll but bring him into the arbour, where a rose- 
tree and a myrtle-tree are just falling for want of a prop ; 
if they were bound together, they would help to keep up 
one another. He's a raw gardener, and 'tis but charity 
to teach him. 

Muf, No more deeds of charity to-day. Come in, or I 
shall think you a little better disposed than I could wish 
you. 

JoK Well, go before, I will follow my pastor. 

Muf, So you may cast a sheep's eye behind you. In 
before me ; and you, sauciness, mind your pruning-knife, 
or I may chance to use it for you. 

\EQC€fwnt Mufti avd Johayma. 

Ant, [Alone,^ Thank you for that, but I am in no such 
haste to be made a Mussulman. For his wedlock, for all 
her haughtiness, I find her coming. Now have I a 
strange temptation to try what other females are belong- 
ing to this family ; I am not far from the women's apart- 
ment I am sure, and if these birds are within distance, 
here's that will chuckle them together. 

[He puUa out his flute cmd plays ; a grate opens and 
MoRAYMA, the Mufti's dxmghter appea/rs at it, 
A-Yy there's an apparition ! This is the mystery of his 
Alcoran, that must be reserved from the knowledge of the 
profane vulgar. This is the holiday devotion ; see, she 
beckons, too. [She beckons to him, 

Mor, Come a little nearer, and speak softly. 

Ant, I come, I come, I warrant thee ; the least twinkle 
had brought me to thee ; such another kind syllable or 
two would turn me to a meteor, and draw me up to thee, 

Mor, I dare not speak, for fear of being overheard, but 
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if 70U think my person worth your hazard, and can de- 
serve my love — ^the rest this note shall tell you. [Throws 
dovm a handkerchief.^ No more; my heart goes with 
you. [Exit from, the ffrate. 

Ant. O thou pretty little heart; art thou flown hither? 
m keep it warm I warrant it, and brood upon it in the 
new nest: but now upon my treasure trove, that's wrapt 
up in the handkerchief. No peeping here, though I 
long to be spelling her Arabic scrawls and pot-hooks. 
But I must carry off my prize as robbers do: and not 
tliink of sharing the boo^ before I am free from danger, 
and out of eye-shot from the other windows. If her wit 
be as poignant as her eyes, I am a double slave. Our 
northern beauties are mere dough to these: insipid white 
earth, mere tobacco-pipe clay: with no more soul and 
motion in them than a fly in winter. 

Here the warm planet ripens and sublimes 

The well-baked beauties of the southern climes; 
^ Our Cupid's but a bungler in his trade ; 

His keenest arrows are in Afric made. [JExit. 



ACT in. Scene I. 

A Terrace-Walk; or some other Fvhlic Place in the 

Castle of Alcaza/r. 

Enter Emperor Muley-Moluch am^ Benducar. 

Emp, Married! Til not believe it; 'tis imposture; 
Improbable they should presume to attempt, 
Impossible they should effect their wish. 

Bend, Have patience till I clear it. 

Emp, 1 have none: 
Go, bid our moving plains of sand lie still. 
And stir not, when the stormy south blows high : 
From top to bottom thou hast tossed my soul. 
And now 'tis in the madness of the whirl, 
Requir'st a sudden stop? unsay thy lie, 
That may in time do somewhat. 

Bend. I have done: 
For, since it pleases you it should be forged. 
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'Tis fit it should : far be it from your slave 
To raise disturbance in your sacred breast. 

Emp, Sebastian is my slave as well as thou; 
ISoT durst offend my love by that presumption. 

Bend, Most sure he ought not. 

Emp, Then all means were wanting; 
IN"© priest, no ceremonies of their sex; 
Or, grant we these defects could be supplied, 
How could our prophet do an act so base. 
So to resume his gifts, and curse my conquests. 
By making me unhappy] No, the slave 
That told thee so absiml a story, lied. 

Bend, Yet till this moment I have found him faithful : 
He said he saw it, too. 

Emp, Despatch; what saw he? 

Bend, Truth is, considering with what earnestness 
Sebastian pleaded for Almeyda's life, 
Enhanced her beauty, dwelt upon her praise — 

Emp, O stupid, and unthinking as I was ! 
I might have marked it, too; 'twas gross and palpable ! 

Bmd, Methought I traced a lover ill disguised; 
And sent my spy, a sharp, observing slave. 
To Inform me better, if I guessed aright. 
He told me that he saw Sebastian's page 
Run 'cross the marble square, who soon returned, 
And after him there lagged a puffing friar; 
Close wrapp'd he bore some secret instrument 
Of Christian superstition in his hand; 
My servant followed fast, and, through a chink, 
Perceiv'd the royal captives hand in hand: 
And heard the hooded father mumbling charms 
That make those misbelievers man and wife; 
Which done, the spouses kiss'd with such a fervour, 
And gave such furious earnest of their flames. 
That their eyes sparkled, and their mantling blood 
Flew flushing o'er their faces. 

ETTip, Hell confound them! 

Bend. The reverend father, with a holy leer. 
Saw he might well be spared, and soon withdrew: 
This forc'd my servant to a quick retreat. 
For fear to be discovered ; guess the rest. 

Emp, I do. My fancy is too exquisite, 
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And tortures me with their imagined bliBS. 

Some earthquake should have risen and rent the ground, 

Have swallowed him, and left the longing bride 

In agony of unaccompliah'd love. [FaHw dUorderly. 

Enter tJie Mufti. 

Bend. In an unlucky hour [Aaidt. 

That fool intrudes, raw in this great affair. 
And uninstructed how to stem the tide. 

[Coming up to the Mufti, oMde. 
The emperor must not marry, nor enjoy; 
Keep to that point; stand fhro, for all's at stoke. 

Erttp. \8e&.ng Aim.] You druggermtui of heaven, must 
I attend 
Your droning prayersJ Why came ye not before) 
Dost thou not know the captive king has dar'd 
To wed Almeydal Cancel me that marriage, 
And make her mine; about the business, quick. 
Expound thy Mahomet; make him speak my sense, 
Or he's no prophet here, and thou no Mufti, 
Unless thou knoVst the trick of thy vocation. 
To wrest and rend the law to please thy prince. 

Mi^. Why,TeriIy the law is monstrous plain ; 
There's not one doubtful text in all the Alcoran, 
Which can be wrench'd in favour to your project. 

Erap. Forge one, and foist it into some by-place 
Of some old rotten roll ; do it, I command thee : 
Must I teach thee thy trade? 

Mvf. It cannot be. 
For matrimony being the dearest point 
Of law, the people have it all by heart: 
A cheat on procreation will not pass. 
Besides, the offence is so exorbitant [In a higher tone. 
To mingle with a misbelieving race, 
That speedy vengeance would pursue your crime, 
And holy Mahomet launch himself from heaven. 
T'ofore the unready thunderbolts were form'd. 

[Emperor taking him, by the throat with one hand, 
snatcliea out his sword witk the other, emd points 
it to his breast. 

Emp. Slave, have I raised thee to this pomp and power. 
To preach against my willl Know I am law; 
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And thou, not Mahomet's messenger, but mine; 
Make it, I charge thee, make my pleasure lawful : 
Or, first I strip thee of thy ghostly greatness, 
Then send thee post to tell thy tale above; 
And bring thy vain memorials to thy prophet 
Of justice done below for disobedience. 

Muf. For heaven' s sake, hold ! the respite of a moment — 
To think for you — 

Ein/p, And for thyself — 

Muf, For both. 

Bend, Disgrace, and death, and avarice have lost 
him! [Aside. 

Muf, 'Tis true, our law forbids to wed a. Christian; 
But it forbids you not to ravish her. 
You have a conqueror's right upon your slave; 
And then the more despite you do a Christian, 
You serve the prophet more, who loathes that sect. 

Em/p, O now it mends; and you talk reason, MuftL 
But stay! I promised freedom to Sebastian. 
Now, should I grant it, his revengeful soul 
Would ne'er forgive his violated bed. 

Muf Kill him, for then you give him liberty: 
His soul is from his earthly prison freed. 

EtJivp, How happy is the prince who has a churchmian 
So learned and pliant to expound his laws ! 

Bennd, Two things I humbly offer to your prudence. 

Em/p, Be brief, but let not either thwart my love. 

Bend, First, since our holy man has made rape lawful. 
Fright her with that; proceed not yet to force: 
Why should you pluck the green, distasteful fruit 
From the unwilling bough. 
When it may ripen of itself, and fall? 

ETn/p, Grant her a day; though that's too much to give 
Out of a life which I devote to love. 

Bend, Then next, to bar 
All future hopes of her desired Sebastian, 
Let Dorax be enjoia'd to bring his head. 

Emp, [To the Mum.] Go, Mufti, call him to receive 
his orders. [Exit Mufti. 

I taste thy counsel ; her desires new roused. 
And yet unslaked, will kindle in her fancy. 
And make her eager to renew the feast. 
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Bend, \A9ideJ\ Dorax, I knov before, will disobey ; 
There's a foe's head well cropt. 
But this hot love precipitates my plot, 
And brings it to projection ere its time. 

Enter Sebastian and Alheyda, hand in hand; upon sight 
of the Emperor they separate, amd seem disturbed. 

Aim, He breaks at unawares upon our walks, 
And like a midnight wolf invades the fold ; 
Make^speedy preparation of your soul, 
And bid it arm apace. He comes for answer. 
And brutal mischief sits upon his brow. 

Sebas. Not the last sounding could surprise me more. 
That summons drowsy mortals to their doom, 
When called in haste they fumble for their limbs, 
And tremble unprovided for their charge ; 
My sense has been so deeply plunged in joys. 
The soul out-slept her hour ; and scarce awake, 
Would think too late, and cannot. But brave minds 
At worst can dare their fate. 

Emp. [Coming up to them,] Have you performed 
Your embassy, and treated with success 1 

JSebas, I had not time. 

Emp, No, not for my affairs. 
But for your own too much. 

Sebas, You talk in clouds, explain your meaning, sir. 

Emp, Explain yours first : what meant you hand in 
And when you saw me, with a guilty start [hand. 

You loosed your hold, afi^ghted at my presence % 

Sebas, AfiBrighted ! 

Emp, Yes, astonished and confounded. 

Sebas, What mak'st thou of thyself, and what of me % 
Art thou some, ghost, some demon, or some god. 
That I should stand astonished at thy sight ? 
If thou couldst deem so meanly of my courage. 
Why didst thou not engage me man for man. 
And try the virtue of that Gorgon face. 
To stare me into statue % ^ 

Emp, O, thou art now recovered, but by Heaven, ^ 

Thou wert amazed at first, as if surprised ^^ 

At unexpected baseness brought to light. ^ 

For know, ungrateful man, that kings, like gods, "^ 

^^ 
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1 

Are everywhere : walk in the abyss of minds, I 

And view the dark recesses of the soul. i 

Sehas. Base and ungrateful never was I thought. 
Nor, till this turn of fate, durst thou have called me \ 
But, since thou boastest the omniscience of a god. 
Say in what cranny of Sebastian's soul, 
Unknown to me, so loathed a crime is lodged 1 i 

Emp, Thou hast not broke my trust reposed in thee ? 

Sthaa. Imposed, but not received ; take back that false- 
hood 

Emp, Thou art not married to Almeyda % \ 

Sebas. Yes. 

Emp. And own'st the usurpation of my love 1 

Sehas, I own it, in the face of Heaven and thee, 
No usurpation, but a lawful claim. 
Of which I stand possess'd. 

Emp, She has diosen well, 
Betwixt a captive and a conqueror. 

Aim. Betwixt a monster and the best of men. 
He was the en^y of his neighbouring kin^ ; 
For him their sighing queens despised their lords. 
And virgin daughters blushed when he was named. 
To share his noble chains is more to me 
Than all the savage greatness of thy throne. 

Sehas. Were I to choose again, and knew my fate. 
For such a night I would be what I am. 
The joys I have possessed are ever mine ; 
Out of thy reach behind eternity. 
Hid in the sacred treasure of the past ; 
But blest remembrance brings them hourly back. 

Emp. Hourly, indeed, who hast but houl^ to live. 
mighty purchase of a boasted bliss ! 
To dream of what thou, hadst one fugitive night. 
And never shall have more. 

Sehas. Barbarian, thou canst part us but a moment; 
We ahall be one again in thy despite, 
life is but air, 

That yields a passage to the whistling sword. 
And closes when 'tis gone. 

Aim. How can we better die than close embraced. 
Sucking each other's souls while we expire 1 
Which so transfused, and mounting both at once, 
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The saints deceived, shall by a sweet mistake 
Hand up thy soul for mine, and mine for thine. 

Emp. No, I'll outwit you. 
I have occasion for your stay on earth j 
Let him mount first, and beat upon the wing, 
And wait an age for what I here detain ; 
Or sicken at immortal joys above. 
And languish for the heaven he left below. [joined 1 

Aim. Thou wilt not dare to break what Heaven has 

Emp. Not break the chain, but change a rotten link, 
And rivet one to last. 

Think*st thou I come to argue right and wrong? 
Why lingers Dorax thus ? Where are my guai'ds, 

[Benducar goes out for the griards, cmd returns. 
To drag that slave to death 1 [Pointing to Sebastian. 
Now storm and rage. 

Call vainly on thy prophet, then defy him 
For wanting power to save thee. 

Sebas. That were to gratify thy pride ; I'll show thee 
How a man should, and how a king dare die : 
So even, that my soul shall walk with ease 
Out of its flesh, and shut out life as calmly 
As it does words ; without a sigh to note 
One struggle in the smooth dissolving frame. 

Ahn, [To the Emp.] Expect revenge from Heaven, 
inhuman wretch ; 
Nor hope to ascend Sebastian's holy bed. 
Flames, daggers, poisons, guard the sacred steps ; 
Those are the promised pleasures of my love. 

Emp. And these might fright another, but not me ; 
Or me, if I designed to give you pleasure ; 
I seek my own, and while that lasts, you live. 

Enter two of the Guards. 

Go, bear the captive to a speedy death, 
And set my soul at ease. 

Aim. I charge you hold, ye ministers of death ; 
Speak, my Sebastian ; 

Plead for thy life ; Oh, ask it of the tyrant; 
'Tis no dishonour, trust me, love, 'tis none. 
I would die for thee, but I cannot plead — 
My haughty heart disdains it, even for thee. 
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Still silent ! will the King of Portugal 
Go to his death like a dumb sacrifice ? 
Beg him to save my life in saving thine. 

Sehas, Farewell, my life's not worth another word. 

Emp, \To the guards,^ Perform your orders. 

Aim, Stay, take juj farewell too. 
Farewell the greatness of Almeyda's soul ! 
liook, tyrant, what excess of love can do, 
It pulls me down thus low, as to thy feet; \Kneel8 to Mm, 
'NsLj, to embrace thy knees with loathing hands. 
Which blister when they touch thee; yet even thus. 
Thus far I can, to save Sebastian's life. 

Emp. A secret pleasure trickles through my veins : 
It works about the inlets of my soul ! 
To feel thy touch ; and pity tempts the pass, 
But the tough metal of my heart resists; 
'Tis warmed with the soft fire, not melted down. 

Aim. A flood of scalding tears will make it run. 
-Spare him, Oh spare ; can you pretend to love, 
And have no pity 1 Love and that are twins. 
Here will I grow ; 

Thus compass you with these supplanting cords. 
And pull so long till the proud fabric falls. 

Emp. Still kneel, and still embrace; 'tis double pleasure 
So to be hugged, and see Sebastian die. 

Aim. Look, tyrant, when thou nam'st Sebastian's death. 
Thy very executioners turn pale. 
Rough as they are, and hardened in their trade 
Of death, they start at an anointed head, 

And tremble to approach. He hears me not, 

Nor minds the impression of a God on kings. 
Because no stamp of Heaven was on his soul, 
But the resisting mass drove back the seal. 
Say, though thy heart be rock of adamant. 
Yet rocks are not impregnable to bribes : 
Instruct me how to bribe thee : name thy price ; 
Lo, I resign my title to the crown ; 
Send me to exile with the man I love, 
And banishment is empire. 

JSmp. Here's my claim; 

[Glappirtg his hand to his sword. 
And this extinguished thine; thou giv'st me nothing. 
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Ahn. My father's, mother^s, brother^s death I pardon: 
That's somewhat siure; a mighty sum of murder, 
Of mnocent and kindred blood struck off. 
My prayers and penance shall discount for these, 
And beg of Heaven to charge the bill on me : 
Behold what price I offer, and how dear 
To buy Sebastian's life. 

Ump, Let after-reckonings trouble fearful fools; 
ni stand the trial of those trivial crimes: 
But, since thou begg'st me to prescribe my terms, 
The only I can offer are thy love; 
And this one day of respite to resolve. 
Grant or deny; for thy next word is fate; 
And fate is deaf to prayer. 

Aim. May Heaven be so [Eising vp. 

At thy last breath to thine: I curse thee not; 
For who can better curse the plague or devil. 
Than to be what they are) That curse be thine. 
Kow, do not speak, Sebastian, for you need not; 
But die, for I resign your life: look, Heaven, 
Almeyda dooms her dear Sebastian's death ! 
But is there Heaven? for I begin to doubt; 
The skies are hushed, no grumbling thunders roll; 
Now take your swing, ye impious; sin unpunished; 
Eternal Providence seems over-watched. 
And with a slumbering nod assents to murder. 

Enter Dorax, attended hy three soldiers. 

Emp, Thou mov'st a tortoise pace to my reliefl 
Take hence that, once a king; that sullen pride 
That swells to dumbness ; lay him in the dungeon, 
And sink him deep with irons; that, when he would. 
He shall not groan to hearing: when I send, 
The next commands are death. 

Akn, Then prayers are vain as curses. 

Emp, Much at one 
In a slave's mouth, against a monarch's power. 
This day thou hast to think; 

At night, if thou wilt curse, thou shalt curse kindly; 
Then I'll provoke thy lips; lay siege so close, 
That all thy sallying breath shall turn to blessings. 
Make haste, seize, force her, bear her hence. 
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Aim, Farewell, my last Sebastian! 
I do not beg, I challenge justice now; 

Powers, if kings be your peculiar care, 
"Why plays this wretch with your prerogative? 
Now flash him dead, now crumble him to ashes; 
Or henceforth live confined in your own palace; 
And look not idly out upon a world 

That is no longer yours. 

\She is carried off struggling , Emp. cmd Bend. /oUow, 

Sebastian struggles in his gua/rd^ a/rms^ cmd shakes 

off one of them; hut two others come in, cmd hold 

him : he speaks not all the while. 

Dor, \Aside^ I find I'm but a half-strained villain yet; 

But mongrel-mischievous; for my blood boiled, 

To view this brutal act; and my stem soul 

Tugged at my arm to draw in her defence. 

Down thou rebelling Christian in my heart; 

Bedeem thy fame on this Sebastian first; \WaXks a twm. 

Then think on other's wrongs when thine are righted. 

But how to right them? on a slave disarmed; 

Defenceless and submitted to my rage? 

A base revenge is vengeance on myself; \WdUcs again, 

1 have it; and I thank thee honest head. 
Thus present to me at my great necessity: — 

\Gomes v/p to Sebastian. 
You know me not? 

Behas, I hear men call thee Dorax. 

Dor, 'Tis well, you know enough for once, you speak 
You were struck mute before. [too; 

Sehas, Silence became me then. 

Dor, Yet we may talk hereafter. 

Sehas, Hereafter is not mine : — 
Despatch thy work, good executioner. [hood 

Dor, None of my blood were hangmen: add that false- 
To a long bill that yet remains unreckon'd. 

Sehas, A king and thou can never have a reckoning. 

Dor, A greater sum perhaps than you can pay. 
Meantime I shall make bold to increase your debt. 

\Gives hmi his sword. 
Take this, and use it at your greatest need. 

Sehas, This hand and this have been acquainted well; 

[Looks on it. 
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It should have come before into my grasp, 
To kill the ravisher. 

Dor. Thou heard'st the tyrant's orders; guard thy life 
When 'tis attacked, and guard it like a man. 

Sebds. Fm still without thy meaning, but I thank thee. 

Dor. Thank me when I ask thanks, thank me with 

Sebas. Such surly kindness did I never see ! [that. 

Dor. \To the captain of his gtumrds] Muza, draw out a 

file, pick man by man. 
Such who dare die, and dear will sell their death. 
Guard him to the utmost; now conduct him hence, 
And treat him as my person. 

Sehas. Something like 
That voice methinks I should have somewhere heard : 
But floods of woes have hurried it far off 
Beyond my ken of soul. [Exit Sebas. with the soldiei's. 

Dor. But I shall bring him back, ungrateful man. 

I [Solus. 
I shall, and set him fcdl before thy sight. 
When I shall 'front thee, like some staring ghost, 
With all my wrongs about me. What, so soon 
Returned? this haste is boding. 

Enter to him Emperor, Benducar, cmd Mufti. 

Emp. She's still inexorable, still imperious. 
And loud, as if, like Bacchus, bom in thunder. 
Be quick, ye false physicians of my mind, 
Bring speedy death, or cure. 

Bend. What can be counselled while Sebastian lives? 
The vine will cling, while the tall poplar stands. 
But that cAt down, creeps to the next support. 
And twines as closely there. 

Emp. That's done with ease, I speak him dead; proceed. 

Muf. Proclaim your marriage with Almedya next, 
That civil wars may cease; tins gains the crowd: 
Then you may safely force her to your will : 
For people side with violence and injustice, 
When done for public good. 

Emp. Preach thou that doctrine. 

Bend. The unreasonable fool has broached a truth 

[Aside. 
That blasts my hopes; but, since 'tis gone so far, 
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shall divulge Almeyda is a Christian : 
If that produce no tumult, I despair. 

Emp. Why speaks not Dorax? 

Dor, Because my soul abhors to mix with him. 
Sir, let me bluntly say, you went too far, 
To trust the preaching power on State affairs 
To him or any heavenly demagogue. 
'Tis a limb lopped from your prerogative. 
And so much of heaven's image blotted from you. 

Muf, Sure thou hast never heard of holy men 
(So Christians call them) fam'd in State affairs; 
Such as in Spain, Ximenes, Albomez; 
In England, Wolsey; match me these with laymen. 

Dor. How you triumph in one or two of these. 
Bom to be statesmen, happening to be churchmen ! 
Thou calFst them holy: so their function was: 
But, tell me. Mufti, which of them were saints 1 
l^ext, sir, to you; the sum of all is this. 
Since he claims powers from heaven, and not from 

kings, 
"When 'tis his interest, he can interest heaven 
To preach you down; and ages oft depend 
On hours, uninterrupted, in the chair. 

^mp. Til trust his preaching while I rule his pay. 
And I dare trust my Africans, to hear 
"Whatever he dare preach. 

Dor, You know them not. 
The genius of your Moors is mutiny; 
They scarcely want a guide to move their madness : 
Prompt to rebel on every weak pretence, 
Blustering when courted, crouching when oppressed; 
Wise to themselves, and fools to all the world; 
Bestless in change, and perjured to a proverb. 
They love religion sweetened to the sense, 
A good, luxurious, palatable faith. 
Thus vice and godliness, preposterous pair, 
Hide cheek by jowl ; but churchmen hold the reins. 
And whene'er kings would lower clergy greatness, 
They learn too late what power the preachers have, 
And whose the subjects are. The Mufti knows it, 
Nor dares deny what passed betwixt us two. 

Emp, No more ; whatever he said was my command. 

K 
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Dor, Why, then, no more, since you will hear no more ; 
Some kings are resolute to their own ruin. 

Emp, Without your meddling where you are not asked^ 
Obey your orders, and despatch Sebastian. 

Dor, Trust my revenge ; be sure I wish him dead. 

Emp. What meanest thou ? What's thy wishing to my 
Dispatch him, rid me of the man I loathe. [will ] 

Dor, I hear you, sir, I'll take my time and do't. * 

Emp, Thy time ? what's all thy time, what's thy whole 
To my one hour of ease ? No more replies, [life 

But see thou doest it, or 

Dor, Choke in that threat ; I can say Or as loud. 

Emp, 'Tis well, I see my words have no effect. 
But I may send a message to dispose you. [Is going off. 

Dor, Expect an answer worthy of that message. 

Muf, [Aside,^ The prophet owed him this, 
And thanked be heaven, he has it. 

Bend, By holy Allah, I conjure you stay, 
And judge not rashly of so brave a man. 

[Draws the Emperor aside, and whispers him, 
I'll give you reasons why he cannot execute 
Your orders now, and why he will hereafter. 

Muf, [Aside,"] Benducar is a fool to bring him off, 
I'll work my own revenge, and speedily. 

Bend. The fort is his, the soldiers* hearts are his; 
A thousand Christian slaves are in the castle, 
Which he can free to reinforce his power; 
Your troops far off, beleaguering Lararche, 
Yet in the Christian hands. 

Emp, I grant all this; 
But grant me he must die. 

Bend, He shall by poison; 
'Tis here, the deadly drug prepared in powder, 
Hot as hell-fire : — then, to prevent his soldiers 
From rising to revenge their general's death, 
While he is struggling with his mortal pangs, 
The rabble on the sudden may be rais'd 
To seize the castle. 

Emp, Do't; 'tis left to thee. 

Bend, Yet more; but clear your brow; for he 
observes. [They whisper again. 

Dor, What, will the fav'rite prop my falling fortunes 1 
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[Aside.^ O prodigy of court 1 

[Emp. and Bend, return to Dofi. 
^mp. Your friend has fully cleared your innocence; 
I was too hasty to condemn unheard : 
And you, perhaps, too prompt in your replies. 
As far as tits the majesty of kings, 
I ask excuse. 

Dor, I'm sure I meant it well. 

Emp, I know you did; this to our love renewed. 

[Emp. drinks, 
Senducar, fill to Dorax. 

[Bend, tu/ms, and mixes a powder in it. 
Dor, Let it go round, for all of us have need 
To quench our heats; 'tis the king's health, Benducar. 
And I would pledge it, though I knew 'twere poison. 

[He drinks. 
Bend, Another bowl ; for what the king has touched. 
And you have pledged, is sacred to your loves. 

[Drinks out of another howl. 
Muf, Since charity becomes my calling, thus 
Let me provoke your friendship : and Heaven bless it. 
As I intend it well. 

[Drinks y and turning aside, pov/rs some djops out of a 
little viol into the howl', then presents it to Dorax. 
Dor, Heaven make thee honest. 
On that condition we shall soon be friends. [Drinks. 

Muf [Aside] Yes, at our meeting in another world; 
For thou hast drunk thy passport out of this. 
Not the Nonacrian Font, nor Lethe's lake. 
Could sooner numb thy nimble faculties. 
Than this, to sleep eternal. 

Emp, Now farewell, Dorax, this was our first quarrel. 
And, I dare prophesy, will prove our last. 

[Exit Emp. with Bend, and the Mufti. 
Dor. It may be so : I'm strangely discompos'd : 
Quick shootings through my limbs, and pricking pains. 
Qualms at my heart, convulsions in my nerves, 
Shiverings of cold, and burnings of my entrails. 
Within my little world make medley-war. 
Lose and regain, beat, and are beaten back, 
As momentary victors quit their ground. 
Can it be poison ! poison's of one tenor, 
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Or hot, or cold; this neither, and yet both. 
Some deadly draught, some enemy of life 
Boils in my bowels, and works out my souL 
Ingratitude's the growth of every clime; 
Afric, the scene remoTed, is Portugal. 

Of all court service learn the common lot ; 

To-day 'tis done, to-morrow 'tis forgot. 

Oh, were that all ! my honest corpse must lie 

Exposed to scorn and public infamy: 

My shameful death will be divulg^ alone ; 

The worth and honour of my soul unknown. \Easit. 

Scene IL A NigJtit-Scene of the Mufti's Gcvrden, 
where an Arbour is Discovered. 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. She names herself Morayma; the Mufti's only 
daughter, and a virgin ! This is the time and place that 
she appointed in her letter; yet she comes not. Why, 
thou sweet, delicious creature, why so torture me with 
thy delay! Dar^st thou be false to thy assignation? 
What, in the cool and silence of the night, and to a new 
lover? Pox on the hypocrite, thy father, for instructing 
thee so little in the sweetest point of his religion. Hark, 
I hear the rustling of her silk mantle. Kow she comes, 
now she comes; no, hang it, that was but the whistling 
of the wind through the orange trees. Now again, I 
hear the pit-a-pat of a pretty foot through the dark 
alley. No, 'tis the son of a mare that's broken loose, 
and munching upon the melons. Oh, the misery of an 
expectiag lover. [Goes to the arhow, cmd lies dovm. 

Enter Johatma, wrapped up in a Moorish mantle. 

Joh. Thus far my love has carried me, almost without 
my knowledge whither I was going. Shall I go on, shall 
T discover myself? \Ske comes a little nearer the arbour. 

Ant. [raising himself a little, and looking.^ At last 
'tis she ; this is no illusion, I am sure. 

Joh. He's young and handsome. 

Ant. [Aside.] Yes, well enough, I thank nature. 

Joh. And I am yet neither old nor ugly. 

Ant. [Aside.] Most divinely argued; she's the l>e8t 
casuist in all Afric. [He rushes out and embraces her. 
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I can hold no longer from embracing thee, mj dear 
Morayma. 

Joh. What nonsense do you talk? do you take me for 
the Mufti's daughter? hamus. 

Ant, Why, are you not, madam? [Throwing offJier 

Joh, I find you had an appointment with Morayma. 

Ant, [Asids,^ By all that's good, the nauseous wife. 

Joh. What, you are confounded, and stand mute? 

Ant, Somewhat nonplussed I confess, to hear you deny 
your name so positively; why, are not you Morayma the 
Mufti's daughter? Did not I see you with him, did not 
he present me to you? Were you not so charitable as to 
give me money? Ay, and to tread upon my foot, and 
squeeze my hand too, if I may be so bold to remember 
you of past favours? 

Joh, And you see I am come to make them good, but 
I am neither Morayma nor the Mufti's daughter. 

Ant, Nay, I know not that; but I am sure he is old 
enough to be your father, and either father, or reverend 
father, I heard you call him. 

Joh, Once again, how came you to name Morayma? 

An;t, Another mistake of mine. For asking one of 
my fellow-slaves, who were the chief ladies about the 
house, he answered me, Morayma and Johayma; but 
she, it seems, is his daughter, with a pox to her, and you 
are his beloved wife. 

Joh, This moon-shine grows offensive to my eyes; 
come, shall we walk into the arbour? 

Ant, That's close and dark. 

Joh, And are those faults to lovers? 

Ant, But there I cannot please myself with the sight 
. of your beauty. 

Joh, Perhaps not. But you may hear my voice. 

Ant, There's not a breath of air stirring. 

Joh. The breath of lovers is the sweetest air; but you 
are fearful. 

Ant, I am considering, indeed, that if I am taken with 
you 

Joh, The best way to avoid it is to retire, where we 
may not be heard. 

Ant, Where lodges your husband? 

Joh. Just against the face of this open walk. 
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Ant, Then he has seen us already, for aught I know. 

Joh. You make so many difficulties, I fear I am dis- 
pleasing to you. 

Ant, [Aside.'] If Morayma comes, and takes me in the 
arbour with her, I have made a fine exchange of that 
diamond for this pebble. 

Joh. You are much fallen off, let me tell you, from 
your first ardour. 

Ant. I confess I was somewhat too excited at first, 
but you will forgive the transport of my passion; now I 
have considered it better, I have a quaJm of conscience. 

Joh. Of conscience ! Why, what has conscience to do 
with two young lovers? 

Ant. Why, truly, conscience is something to blame for 
interposing in our matters; but how can I help it, if I 
have a scruple to betray my master? 

Joh. There must be something more in it, for your 
conscience was very quiet when you took me for Morayma. 

Ant. I grant you, madam, when I took you for his 
daughter. 

Joh, You Christians are such peeking sinnei'S, you 
tremble at a shadow in the moonshme. 

Ant, And you Africans are such termagants, you stop 
at nothing. I must be plain with you: you are married, 
and to a holy man, the head of your religion. Go back 
to your chamber, go back I say. I will be true to you. 
I can tell you that for your comfort. 

Joh. Flesh without blood I think thou art; or, if any, 
'tis as cold as that of fishes. But I'll teach thee, to thy 
cost, what vengeance is in store for refosing a lady who 

has offered thee her love Help, help, there; will 

nobody come to my assistance? 

Ant. What do you mean, madam? For Heaven's sake 
peace; your husband will hear you; think of your own 
danger, if you will not think of mine. 

Joh. Ungrateful wretch, thou deservest no pity; help, 
help, husband, or I shall be ravished : the villain will be 
too strong for me. Help, help, for pity of a poor dis- 
tressed creature. 

Ant. Then I have nothing but impudence to assist me. 
I must drown her clamour, whatever comes of it. 

[lie takes oiU hisjlute, and plays as loud as lie ca/n 
possibly, and she continvss crying out. 
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Enter the Mufti in his night-gown, and two Servants. 

Muf. O thou villain, what horrible impiety art thou 
committing? What, ravishing the wife of my bosom! 
Take him away, ganch him, impale him, rid the worJd of 
such a monster. [Servants seize hi/ni. 

Ant Mercy, dear master, mercy. Plear me first, and 
after, if I have deserved hanging, spare me not. What 
have you seen to provoke you to this cruelty 1 

Muf. I have heard the outcries of my wife; the bleat- 
ings of the poor innocent lamb: seen nothing, sayest 
thou! If I see the lamb lie bleeding, and the butcher 
by her with his knife drawn, and bloody, is not that evi- 
dence sufficient bf the murder? 

Ant, Pray think in reason, sir, is a man to be put to 
death for a similitude? No violence has been committed; 
none intended : the lamb's alive : and if I durst tell you 
so, no more a lamb than I am a butcher. 

Joh. How's that, villain, dar'st thou accuse me? 

Ant. Be patient, madam, and speak but truth, and PU 
ever be thy grateful servant. 

Joh. [Aside.] Ah! I fear 'tis now too late to save 

him: Pray hear him speak, husband; perhaps he 

may say someiiing for himself; I know not. 

Muf. Speak thou, has he not violated thy honour? 

Joh. I forgive him freely, for he has done nothing. 

Muf. But did he mean no mischief? Was he 
endeavouring nothing? 

Joh. In my conscience, I begin to doubt he did not. 

Muf. 'Tis impossible; then what meant all these out- 
cries? 

Joh. I heard music in the garden, and at an unseason- 
able time of night, and I stole softly out of my bed, as 
imagining it might be he. 

Muf. How's that, Johayma? Imagining it was he, 
and yet you went? 

Joh. Why not, my lord, am not I the mistress of the 
family? and is it not my place to see good order kept in 
it? I thought he might have allured some of the she- 
slaves to him, and was resolved to prevent what might 
I liave been betwixt him and them; when, on the sudden, 
I he rushed out upon me, caught me in his arms with such 
a fury 
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Muf. I have heard etioogh, awHy with him 

Jo/k Mistaking me, no doubt, for one of his fellow- 
elaves. With that, affidghted as I was, I discovered 
myself, and cried aloud. But, as soon as ever he knew 
me, the Tiilain let me go; and I must needs say, lie 
started back, as if I were some serpent, and was more 
a&aid of me than I of him. 

Mvf. O thon corrupter of my family, that's cause 
enough of death; once again, away with him. 

Joh. What, for an intended treHpaas? No harm haa 
been done, whatever may be. He cost you five hundred 
crowns, I take it. 

Jfw/^ Thou sayest true, a very considerable sum. He 
shall not die, though he had committed folly with a slave ; 
'tis too much to lose by him. 

Avi. My only fault haa ever beea to love playing in 
the dark, and the more she cried the more I played, that 
it might be seen I intended nothing to her. 

Mvf. To your kennel, sirrah, mortify your flesh, and 
consider in whose family you are. 

Joh. And one thing more, remember from henceforth 
to obey better. 

M\^. [^ffii^.] For all her smoothneBS, I am not quite 
cured of my jealousy ; but I have thought of a way that 
will clear my doubts. 

[£iw( Mufti mtiA Johatma amd Servants. 

Ant I am mortified sufficiently already, without the 
help of his ghostly counsel. Fear of death has gone fur- 
thiT with me in two minutes than my conscience would 
have gone in two months. I find myself in a very de- 
jected condition, and if Morayma should now appear 

[MORA-Yiu comes out of the a/fhoni/r ; nht ateale hehmd 
him., airtd dwpi him, on the back. 

Mor. And if Morayma should appear, as she does ap- 
pear, alas you say for her and you 1 

Avt. Art thou there, my sweet temptation ! my eyes, 
my life, my soul, my all ! 

Mifr. A mighty compliment, when all these, by your 
own confession, are just nothing. 

Ant. Nothing till thou cam'st to new create me ; thou 
dost not know the power of thy own charms. Let mo 
embrace thee. 
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Mor, \Stepping hackJ] Nay, *tis best keeping you at a 
distance ; I have no mind to warm a frozen snake in my 
bosom j he may chance to recover, and sting me for my 
pains. 

AtU. Consider what I have suffered for thy sake already, 
and make me some amend ; two disappointments in a 
night ! O cruel creature ! 

Mot. And you may thank yourself for both; I came 
before my time, through the back walk behind the arbour; 
and you, like a fresh-water soldier, stood guarding the 
pass before. If you missed the enemy, you may thank 
your own dulness. 

Ant. Nay, if you will be using stratagems, you shall 
give me leave to make use of my advantages. 

Mor, By your favour, sir, we meet upon treaty now, 
and not upon defiance. 

Ant, If that be all, you shall have ca/rte hlcmche imme- 
diately; for I long to be ratifying. 

Mor. No, now I think on't, you are already entered 
into articles with my enemy Johayma. Was that like a 
cavalier of honour? 

Ant. Not very heroic ; but self-preservation is a point 
above honour and religion too. Antonia was a rogue, I 
must confess ; but you must give me leave to love him. 

Mor, To beg your life so basely, and to present your 
sword to the enemy. Oh recreant! 

Ant. If I had died honourably, my fame indeed would 
have sounded loud, but I should never have heard the 
blast. Come, don't make yourself worse natured than 
you are. 

Mor. Yes, if I were sure you woxdd listen to me. 

Ant. Can you suspect I would leave you for Johayma? 

Mor. No, but I can expect you would have both of us. 
Love is covetous ; I must have all of you : heart for heart 
is an equal truck. In short, I am yoimger, I think hand- 
somer, and am sure I love you better. She has been my 
stepmother these fifteen years. You think that's her 
face you see, but 'tis only a daub'd vizard. She wears an 
armour of proof upon't; an inch thick of paint, besides 
the wash. Her face is so fortified that you can make no 
approaches to it without a shovel. But for her constancy, 
I can tell you for your comfort, she will love till death — 
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I mean till yours ; for when she cares not for you, slie 
will certainly dispatch you to another world, as she has 
already served tlu:«e slaves, your predecessors of happy 
memory. 

Ant, Prithee prevent her then. 

Mar. No, Til have a butcher's pennyworth of you ; 
first secure the carcass, and then take the fleece into the 
bargain. 

Ant Why, sure you did not put yourself and me to all 
this trouble. By this hand [Taking^ it, 

Mor. Which you shall never touch but upon better 
assurances than you imagine. \PuUing her hand away. 

Ant, I'll marry thee, and make a Christian of thee, 
thou pretty infidel. 

Mor, I mean you shall, but no earnest, till the bargain 
be made before witness j there's love enough to be had, 
and as much as you can turn you to^ never doubt, but all 
upon honourable terms. 

Ant, I vow and swear by Love ; and he's a Deity in all 
religions. 

Mor, But never to be trusted in any ; he has another 
name, too, of a worse soimd. Shall I trust an oath when 
I see your eyes langtdshing, your cheeks flushing, and 
can hear your heart throbbing 1 No, I'll not come near 
you. He's a foolish physician who will feel the pulse of 
a patient that has the plague-spots upon him. 

Ant, Did one ever hear a little moppet argue so ? 

Mor, You would fain be fingering your rents before- 
hand ; but that makes a man an ill husband ever after. 
Consider, marriage is a painful vocation, as you shall 
prove it ; manage your income as thriftily as you can, you 
shall find a hard task on't to make even at the year's end, 
and yet to live decently. 

Ant. I came with a Christian intention to revenge 
myself upon thy father, for being the head of a false reli- 
gion. 

Mor, And so you shall ; I offer you his daughter for 
your second. Meet me imder my window to-morrow 
night, body for body, about tliis hour ; I'll slip down out 
of my lodgmg, and bring my father in my hand. 

Ant, How, thy father ! 

Mor, I mean all that's good of him ; his pearls and 
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jewels, his whole contents, his heart and soul ; as much 
as ever I can carry ! I'll leave him his Alcoran ; that's 
revenue enough for him. Every page of it is gold and 
diamonds. He has the turn of an eye, a demure smile, 
and a godly cant, that are worth millions to him. I for- 
got to tell you that I will have a slave prepared at the 
postern gate, with two horses ready saddled. No more, 
for fear I may be missed ; and think I hear them calling 

for me. If you have constancy and courage 

Ant, Never doubt it ; and love in abundance, to wander 
with thee all the world over. 

Mor, The value of twelve hundred thousand crowns in 
a casket? 

Ant. A heavy burden, Heaven knows! but we must 
pray for patience to support it. 

Mor. Besides a willing titt that will venture her corpse 
with you. Come, I know you long to have a parting 

blow, and therefore to show I am in charity 

[He kisses her. 
Ant, Once more, for pity; that I may keep the flavour 
upon my lips till we meet again. 

Mor, No; frequent charities make bold beggars. And 
besides, I have learned of a falconer never to feed up a 
hawk when I would have him fly. That's enough — but 
if you would be nibbling, here's a hand to stay thy 
stomach. [Kissing her hand. 

Ant, Thus conquered infldels, that wars may cease, 

Are forced to give their hands and sig^the p^e. 
Mor. Thus Christians are outwitted by the foe; 
You had her in your power, and let her go. 
If you release my hand, the fault's not mine ; 
You should have made me seal as well as sign. 
[She runs off, he follows her to the door, then comes 
back again, and goes out at the other. 



ACT IV. Scene I. 
Bendugab's Palace in the Castle 0/ Alcazar, 

Betid, My future fate, the colour of my life, [Solus. 
My all depends on this important hour : 
This hour my lot is weighing in the scales, 
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And Heaven, perhaps, is doubting what to do. 
Almeyda and a crown have pushed me forward : 
'Tis fixed, the tyrant must not ravish her: 
He and Sebastian stand betwixt my hopes: 
He most; and therefore first to be dispatched. 
These and a thousand things are to be done 
In the short compass of this rolling night, 
And nothing yet performed. 
None of my emissaries yet returned. 

Enter 'Kaly, Jirst servant. 

Oh Haly, thou hast kept me long in pain. 
What hast thou learnt of Dorax? is he dead? 

Halt/, Two hours I warily have watched his palace; 
All doors are shut, no servant peeps abroad; 
Some officers with striding haste passed in. 
While others outward went on quick dispatch; 
Sometimes hushed silence seemed to reign within; 
Then cries confused, and a joint clamour followed; 
Then lights went gliding by, from room to room. 
And shot like thwarting meteors cross the house. 
Not daring further to enquire, I came 
With speed to bring you this imperfect news. 

Bend, Hence I conclude him either dead or dying: 
His mournful friends, summoned to take their leave, 
Are thronged about his couch, and sit in counciL 
mat those cabaUing captains may design, 
I must prevent by being first in action. 
To Muley-Zeydan fly with speed, desire him 
To take my last instructions; tell the importance, 
And haste his presence here. [Uodt H!alt. 

How has this poison lost its wonted wbjI 
It should have burnt its passage, not have lingered 
In the blind labyrintLs and crooked turnings 
Of human composition; now it moves 
Like a slow fire that works against the wind, 
As if his stronger stars had interposed. 

Unter Hamet. 

Well, Hamet, are our friends the rabble raised? 
From Mustapha what message] 
Ham, What you wish. 
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The streets are thicker in this noon of night, 
Than at the mid-day sun. A drowsy horror 
Sits on their eyes, like fear not well awake. 
All crowd in heaps, as at a night alarm. 
The bees drive out upon each other's backs, 
To emboss their hives in clusters; all ask news. 
ITieir busy captain runs the weary round 
To whisper orders, and commanding silence. 
Makes not noisie cease, but deafens it to murmurs. 

B&nd. Mght wastes apace. When, when will he ap- 

Hamh, He only waits your summons. [pear? 

B&nd, Haste their coming. 
Let secrecy and silence be enjoined 
In their close march. What news from the lieutenant % 

Hwm, I left him at the jgate, firm to your interest. 
To admit the townsmen at their first appearance. 

Befnd. Thus far 'tis well. Go hasten Mustapha. 

\EQcit Hamet. 

Enter Obchan, the third Servant. 

O, Orchan, did I think thy diligence 

Would lag behind the resf? what from the Mufti? 

Ore, I sought him round his palace, made enquiry 
Of all the slaves; in short, I used your name. 
And urged the importance home, but had for answer, 
That since the shut of evening none had seen him. 

B&nd, O the curs'd fate of all conspiracies ! 
They move on many springs; if one but fail, 
The restive machine stops. In an ill hour he's absent ; 
'Tis the first time, and sure will be the last 
That e'er a Mufti was not in the way, 
When tumults and rebellion should be broach'd. 
Stay by me; thou art resolute and faithful; 
I have employment worthy of thy arm. [Wcdks. 

Enter Muley-Zeydan. 

Mvl.-Zeyd, You see me come impatient of my hopes, 
And eager as the courser for the race. 
Is all in readiness? 

Bmd. All but the Mufti. 

Mvl.-Zeyd, We must go on without him. 

Bend. iWe, we must; 
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For 'tis ill stopping in the full career, 
However the leap be dangerous and wide. 

Ore. [Looking out^ I seethe blaze of torches from afar; 
This way they move. 

Bend, No doubt, the Emperor. 
We must not be surprised in conference. 
Trust to my management the tyrant's death; 
And haste yourself to join with Mustapha. 
The officer who guards the gate is yours : 
When you have gained that pass, divide your force; 
Yourself in person head one chosen half, 
And march to oppress the faction in consult 
With dying Dorax. Fate has driven them all 
Into the net: you must be bold and sudden: 
Spare none, and if you find him struggling yet 
With pangs of death, trust not his rolling eyes 
And heaving gasps ; for poison may be false. 
The home thrust of a friendly sword is sure, [surpris'd; 

Mvl,-Zeyd, Doubt not my conduct: they shall be 
Mercy may wait without the gate one night, 
At mom ril take her in. 

Bend, Here lies your way, 
You meet your brother there. 

MvZ,-Zeyd, May we ne'er meet: 
For, like the twins of Leyda, when I mount. 
He gallops down the skies. [Exit Mul.-Zetd. 

Bend, He comes; now, heart, 
Be ribbed with iron for this one attempt; 
Set ope thy sluices, send the vigorous blood 
Through every active limb for my relief: 
Then take thy rest within thy quiet cell, 
For thou shalt drum no more. 

Enter Emperor and guards attending hi/m, 

Emp, What news of our affairs, and what of Dorax 1 
Is he no more ! say that, and make me happy. 

Bend, May all your enemies be like that dog, 
Whose parting soul is labouring at the lips. 

Emp, The people, are they raised? 

Bend, And marshall'd too; 
Just ready for the march. 

Emp, Then I'm at ease. 
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Bend, The niglit is yours, the glittering host of heaven 
Shines but for you; but most the star of love, 
That twinkles you to fair Almeyda's bed. 
Oh, there's a joy, to melt in her embrace, 
Dissolve in pleasure; 
And make the gods curse immortality. 
That so they could not die. 
But haste, and make them yours. 

Emp, I will; and yet 
A kind of weight hangs heavy at my heart; 
My flagging soul flies under her own pitch; 
Like fowl in air too damp, and lugs along, 
As if she were a body in a body. 
And not a mounting substance made of fire. 
My senses, too, are dull and stupefied. 
Their edge rebated; sure some ill approaches, 
And some kind sprite knocks softly at my soul, 
To tell me fate's at hand. 

Bend. M^re fancies alU 
Your soul has been before-hand with your body, 
And drunk so deep a draught of promised bliss, 
She slumbers o*er the cup ; no danger's near, 
But of a surfeit at too full a feast. 

Emp, It may be so; it looks so like the dream 
That overtook me at my waking hour. 
This mom; and dreams they say are then divine. 
When all the balmy vapours are exhaled. 
And some overpowering god continues sleep. 
'Twas then methought Almeyda, smiling, came 
Attended with a train of all her race. 
Whom in the rago of empire I had murdered. 
But now, no longer foes, they gave me joy 
Of my new conquest, and with helping hands 
Heaved me into our holy prophet's arms. 
Who bore me in a purple cloud to Heaven, 

Bend. Good omen, sir, I wish you in that heaven 
Your dreams portends you, 
Which presages death [Aside, 

Emp. Thou too wert there; 
And thou methought didst push me from below, 
With thy full force to Paradise. 

Bend, Yet better. 
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Emp, Hah ! what's that grizzly fellow that attends 

Bend, Why ask you, sir? [thee ? 

JSmp, For he was in my dream, 
And helped to heave me up. 

Bend, With prayers and wishes. 
For I dare swear Mm honest. 

JEmp, That may be; 
But yet he looks damnation. 

Bend. You forget, 
The face would please you better. Do you love, i 

And can you thus forbear? ' 

JEmp, rU head my people; 
Then think of dalliance when the danger's o'er. 
My warlike spirits work now another way, i 

And my soul is tuned to trumpets. 

Bend, You debase yourself, 
To think of mixing with the ignoble herd. 
Let such perform the servile work of war, 
Such who have no Almeyda to enjoy. 
What, shall the people know their god-like prince 
Skulked in a nightly skirmish? stole a conquest, 
Headed a rabble, and profaned his person, 
Shouldered with filth, borne in a tide of ordure. 
And stifled with their rank offensive sweat? 

Emp, I am off again: I will not prostitute 
The regal dignity so far, to head them. 

Bend, There spoke a Kong. 
Dismiss your guards, to be employed elsewhere 
In ruder combats. You will want no seconds 
In those alarms you seek. 

Emp, Go join the crowd; [To the Guards, 

Benducar, thou shalt lead them in my place. [Ex, Gtiards. 
The God of love once more has shot his fires 
Into my soul ; and my whole heart receives him. 
Almeyda now returns with all her charms; 
I feel her as she glides along my veins, 
And dances in my blood. So when our prophet 
Had long been hammering in his lonely cell, 
Some dull, insipid, tedious paradise, 
A brisk Arabian girl came tripping by; 
Passing she cast at him a side-long glance, 
And looked behind in hopes to be pursued. 



V 
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He took the hint, embraced the flying fair; 
And having found his heaven, he fixed it there. 

[Eodt Emp. 

Bend. That paradise thou never shall possess. 
His death is easy now, his guards are gone; 
And I can sin but once to seize the throne. 
All affcer-acts aro sanctified by power. 

Ore. Command my sword and life. 

Bend, I thank thee Orchan, 
And shall reward thy faith. This master-key 
Frees every lock, and leads us to his person. 
And should we miss our blow, as Heaven forbid. 
Secure retreat. Leave open all behind us; 
And first set wide the Mufti's garden gate, 
Which is his private passage to the palace. 
For there our mutineers appoint to meet. 
And thence we may have aid. Now sleep ye stars. 
That silently o'erwatch the fate of kings; 
Be all propitious influences barred. 
And none but murderous planets mount the guard. 

[Exit with Okchak. 



Scene JI. — A Night in the Mum's Garden. 

Enter the Mufti (don/e^ in a slaveys hcdnt, like that of 

Antonio. 

Muf. This 'tis to have a sound head-piece; by this I 
have got to be chief of my religion; that is, honestly 
speaking, to teach others what I neither know nor be- 
lieve myself. For what's Mahomet to me, but that I 
get by him ? Now for my policy of this night : I have 
mewed up my suspected spouse in her own chamber. No 
more embassies to that lusty young gardener. Next, my 
habit of a )9lave; I have made myself as like him as I 
can, all but his youth and vigour; which, when I had, I 
passed my time aa well as any of my holy predecessors. 
Now, walking under the windows of my seraglio: if 
Johayma look out, she will certainly take me for 
Antonio, and call to me; and by that I shall know 
what concupiscence is worHng in her; she cannot come 
down to commit iniquity, there's my safety; but if she 

K2 



146 SELECT DKAHATIO WOBKS. 

I mean till fours ; for when she cares not for you, she 
will certainly dispatch you to another world, as she has 
already served three slaves, your predecessors of happy 
memury, 

Atic. Prithee prevent her then. 

Mor. No, I'll have a butcher's pennyworth of you ; 
first secure the carcass, and then take the fleece into the 

Ant. Why, sure you did not put yourself and me to all 
this trouble. By this hand [TaMnff iL 

Mor Which you shall never touch but upon better 
a^siU'd.n.ceB than you imagine. [FvUin^ her hand aviwy. 

Alii m marry thee, and maie a Christian of thee, 
thou jmtty mfidel. 

1/ui I mean you shall, but no earnest, till the bargain 
be luadt before witness -, there's love enough to be had, 
and IS mui.h as you can turn you to, never doubt, but all 
upon hi nourable terms. 

\iit It ow and swear by Love ; and he's a Deity in all 

Sloi But never to be trusted in any ; he has another 
n ime too, of a worse sound. Shall I trust an oath when 
I see your eyes l&ngaishing, your cheeks flushing, and 
c an hear your heart throbbing 1 No, Pll not come near 
you. He's a foolish physician who will feel the pulse of 
n, piitient that has the plague-spots upon him. 

Ant. Did one ever hear a little moppet argue so? 

Mor. You would fain be fingering your rents before- 
hand ; but that makes a man an ill husband ever after. 
Consider, marriage is a pain^ vocation, as you shall 
proYG it ; manage your income as thriftily as you can, you 
shall iind a hard task on't to make even at the year's end, 
and yet to live decently. 

Aiit. I came with a Christian intention to revenge 
myself upon thy father, for being the head of a false reli- 
gion. 

Mor. And so yoo shall ; I offer you his daughter for 
your second. Meet me under my window to-morrow 
night, body for body, about tliis hour; I'll slip down out 
of my locl^g, and bring my father in my hand. 

A rU. How, thy father ! 

Mor. I mean all that's good of him; his pearls and 
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jewels, his whole contents, his heart and soul ; as much 
as ever I can cany ! I'll leave him his Alcoran ; that's 
revenue enough for him. Every page of it is gold and 
diamonds. He has the turn of an eye, a demure smile, 
and a godly cant, that are worth millions to him. I for- 
got to tell you that I will have a slave prepared at the 
postern gate, with two horses ready saddled. No more, 
for fear I may be missed ; and think I hear them calling. 

for me. If you have constancy and courage 

AtU, Never doubt it ; and love in abundance, to wander 
with thee all the world over. 

Mor. The value of twelve hundred thousand crowns in 
a casket ? 

Ant, A heavy burden, Heaven knows! but we must 
pray for patience to support it. 

Mor, Besides a willing titt that will venture her corpse 
with you. Come, I know you long to have a parting 

blow, and therefore to show I am in charity 

[He kisses her. 
Ant. Once more, for pity; that I may keep the flavour 
upon my lips till we meet again. 

Mor. No; frequent charities make bold beggars. And 
besides, I have learned of a falconer never to feed up a 
hawk when I would have him fly. That's enough — but 
if you would be nibbling, here's a hand to stay thy 
stomach. [Kissing Iwr hand. 

Ant, Thus conquered infidels, that wars may cease. 

Are forced to give their hands and sign the peace. 
Mor. Thus Christians are outwitted by the foe; 
You had her in your power, and let her go. 
If you release my hand, the fault's not mine ; 
You should have made me seal as well as sign. 
[She runs off, he follows her to the door, then comes 
hack again, and goes out at the other. 



ACT IV. Scene I. 
Benducar's Falace in the Castle of Alcazar. 

Beivd. My future fate, the colour of my life, [Solus. 
My all depends on this impoi*tant hour : 
This hour my lot is weighing in the scales, 
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And Heaven, perhaps, is doabting -what to do. 
Almeyda and a crown have pushed me forward : 
*Tis fixed, the tyrant must not ravish her: 
He and Sebastian stand betwixt my hopes: 
He most; and therefore first to be dispatched. 
These and a thousand things are to be done 
In the short compass of this rolling night, 
And nothing yet performed. 
None of my emissaries yet returned. 

Enter 'Kaly, first aervcmt. 

Oh Haly, thou hast kept me long in pain. 
What hast thou learnt of Dorax? is he dead? 

Jlal^. Two hours I warily have watched his palace; 
All dioors are shut, no servant peeps abroad; 
Some officers with striding haste passed in. 
While others outward went on quick dispatch; 
Sometimes hushed silence seemed to reign within; 
Then cries confused, and a joint clamour followed; 
Then lights went gliding by, from room to room. 
And shot like thwarting meteors cross the house. 
Not daring further to enquire, I came 
With speed to bring you this imperfect news. 

Bend. Hence I conclude him either dead or dying: 
His mournful friends, summoned to take their leave, 
Are thronged about his couch, and sit in council. 
What those caballing captains may design, 
I must prevent by being first in action. 
To Muley-Zeydan fly with speed, desire him 
To take my last instructions; tell the importance. 
And haste his presence here. [UxU H!aly. 

How has this poison lost its wonted way? 
It should have burnt its passage, not have lingered 
In the blind labyrinths and crooked turnings 
Of human composition; now it moves 
Like a slow fire that works against the wind, 
As if his stronger stars had interposed. 

JEnter Hamet. 

Well, Hamet, are our friends the rabble raised? 
From Mustapha what message? 
Ham. What you wish. 
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The streets are thicker in this noon of night, 
Than at the mid-day sun. A drowsy horror 
Sits on their eyes, like fear not well awake. 
All crowd in heaps, as at a night alarm. 
The bees drive out upon each other's backs. 
To emboss their hives in clusters; all ask news. 
Qlieir busy captain runs the weary round 
To whisper orders, and commanding silence, 
Makes not noisie cease, but deafens it to murmurs. 

B&nd, Night wastes apace. When, when will he ap- 

Hcrnn, He only waits your summons. [pear? 

Bend, Haste their coming. 
Let secrecy and silence be enjoined 
In their close march. What news from the lieutenant ? 

Hwm. I left him at the gate, firm to your interest. 
To admit the townsmen at their first appearance. 

Befnd, Thus far 'tis well. Go hasten Mustapha. 

\EQcit Hamet. 

Enter Obchan, the third Serva/iit 

O, Orchan, did I think thy diligence 

Would lag behind the rest? what from the Mufti? 

Ore, I sought him round his palace, made enquiry 
Of all the slaves; in short, I used your name. 
And urged the importance home, but had for answer. 
That since the shut of evening none had seen him. 

Bend, the curs'd fate of all conspiracies ! 
They move on many springs; if one but fail, 
The restive machine stops. In an ill hour he's absent ; 
'Tis the first time, and sure will be the last 
That e'er a Mufti was not in the way. 
When tumults and rebellion should be broach'd. 
Stay by me; thou art resolute and faithful; 
I have employment worthy of thy arm. \WaUc8, 

JSnter Muley-Zeydan. 

Mvl.-Zeyd. You see me come impatient of my hopes, 
And eager as the courser for the race. 
Is all in readiness? 

Bend, All but the Mufti. 

Mvl,-Zeyd, We must go on without him. 

Bend, fcie, we must ; 
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For 'tis ill stopping in the full career, 
Howe'er the leap be dangerous and wide. 

Ore. [Looking out,^ I see the blaze of torches from afar; 
This way they move. 

Bend, No doubt, the Emperor. 
We must not be surprised in conference. 
Trust to my management the tyrant's death; 
And haste yourself to join with Mustapha. 
The officer who guards the gate is yours : 
When you have gained that pass, divide your force; 
Yourself in person head one chosen half, 
And march to oppress the faction in consult 
With dying Dorax. Fate has driven them all 
Into the net: you must be bold and sudden: 
Spaxe none. Jd if you find him straggling yet 
With pangs of death, trust not his rolling eyes 
And heaving gasps ; for poison may be false, 
The home thrust of a friendly sword is sure, [surprised; 

Mvl.-Zeyd, Doubt not my conduct: they shall bo 
Mercy may wait without the gate one night, 
At mom 111 take her in. 

BeTid, Here lies your way, 
You meet your brother there. 

Mvl.-Zeyd. May we ne'er meet: 
For, like the twins of Leyda, when I mount, 
He gallops down the skies. [Exit Mul.-Zeyd. 

Beind. He comes; now, heart, 
Be ribbed with iron for this one attempt; 
Set ope thy sluices, send the vigorous blood 
Through every active limb for my relief: 
Then take thy rest within thy quiet cell. 
For thou shalt drum no more. 

Enter Emperor and guards attending him, 

Emp, What news of our affairs, and what of Dorax? 
Is he no more ! say that, and make me happy. 

Bend, May all your enemies be like that dog, 
Whose parting soul is labouring at the lips. 

Emp. The people, are they raised] , 

Bend. And marshall'd too; 
Just ready for the march. 

Emp. Then I'm at ease. 
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Bend, The night is yours, the glittering host of heaven 
Shines but for you; but most the star of love, 
That twinkles you to fair Almeyda's bed. 
Oh, there's a joy, to melt in her embrace, 
Dissolve in pleasure; 
And make the gods curse immortality, 
That so they could not die. 
But haste, and make them yours. 

Emp, I will; and yet 
A kind of weight hangs heavy at my heart; 
My flagging soul flies under her own pitch; 
Like fowl in air too damp, and lugs along, 
As if she were a body in a body, 
And not a mounting substance made of fire. 
My senses, too, are dull and stupefied, 
Their edge rebated; sure some ill approaches. 
And some kind sprite knocks softly at my soul, 
To tell me fate's at hand. 

Bend, M^re fancies alU 
Your soul has been before-hand with your body. 
And drunk so deep a draught of promised bliss. 
She slumbers o*er the cup ; no danger's near. 
But of a surfeit at too full a feast. 

Bmp, It may be so; it looks so like the dream 
That overtook me at my waking hour. 
This mom; and dreams they say are then divine. 
When all the balmy vapours are exhaled. 
And some o'erpowering god continues sleep. 
'Twas then methought Almeyda, smiling, came 
Attended with a train of all her race. 
Whom in the rag© of empire I had murdered. 
But now, no longer foes, they gave me joy 
Of my new conquest, and with helping hands 
Heaved me into our holy prophet's arms. 
Who bore me in a purple cloud to Heaven. 

Bend, Good omen, sir, I wish you in that heaven 
Your dreams portends you, 
Which presages death [Aside. 

Emp, Thou too wert there; 
And thou methought didst push me from below, 
With thy full force to Paradise. 

Bend, Yet better. 
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Emp. Hah ! what's that grizzly fellow that attends 

Bend. Why ask you, eirl [thee 1 

Emp. For he was in my droam, 
Aud helped to heave me up. 

Bend. With prayera and wishes, 
For I dare swear him honest. 

Emp. That may be; 
But yet he looks damnation. 

Bend. You forget, 
The face would please you better. Do you love. 
And can you thus forbear) 

Emp. I'll head my people; 
Then think of dalliance when the danger's o'er. 
My warlike spirits work now another way. 
And my soul is tuned to trumpets. 

Bend. You debase yourself. 
To think of mixing with the ignoble herd. 
Let such perform the servile work of war. 
Such who have no Almeyda to enjoy. 
What, shall the people know their god-like prince 
Skulked in a nightly skirmishT stole a conquest. 
Headed a rabble, and profaned his person, 
Shouldered with fllth, borne in a tide'of ordare, 
And stifled with their rank offensive sweati 

Emp. I am off again : I will not prostitute 
The regal dignity so far, to head them. 

Band. There spoke a King. 
Dismiss your guards, to be employed elsewhere 
In ruder combats. You will want no seconds 
In those alarms you seek. 

Emp. Go join the crowd; \To the Guwrdg, 

Benducar, thou shalt lead them in my place. [Ex. Gvarde. 
The God of love once more has shot tus fires 
Into my soul; and my whole heart receives him. 
Almeyda now returns with all her charms; 
I feel her as she glides along my veins. 
And dances in my blood. So when our prophet 
Had long been hammering in his lonely cell, 
Some dull, insipid, tedious paradise, 
A brisk Arabian girl came tripping by; 
Passing she cast at him a side-long glance. 
And looked behind in hopes to be pursued. 



DON SEBASTIAN. 153 

He took the hint, embraced the flying fair; 
And haying found his heaven, he fixed it there. 

[Eodt Emp. 

Bend, That paradise thou never shall possess. 
His death is easy now, his guards are gone; 
And I can sin but once to seize the throne. 
All after-acts arc sanctified by power. 

Ore, Command my sword and life. 

BeTid. I thank thee Orchan, 
And shall reward thy faith. This master-key 
Frees every lock, and leads us to his person. 
And should we miss our blow, as Heaven forbid. 
Secure retreat. Leave open all behind us; 
And first set wide the Mufti's garden gate, 
Which is his private passage to the pahsuse. 
For there our mutineers appoint to meet, 
And thence we may have aid. Now sleep ye stars. 
That silently o'erwatch the fate of kings; 
Be all propitious influences barred. 
And none but murderous planets mount the guard. 

[Exit with Orchan. 



Scene JI. — A Night in the Mufti's Goflrden, 

Enter the Mufti aHoney in a slaveys hahit, like that of 

Ajjtonio. 

Muf, This 'tis to have a sound head-piece; by this I 
have got to be chief of my religion; that is, honestly 
speaking, to teach others what I neither know nor be- 
lieve myself. For what's Mahomet to me, but that I 
get by him? Now for my policy of this night: I have 
mewed up my suspected spouse in her own chamber. No 
more embassies to that lusty young gardener. Next, my 
habit of a |slave; I have made myself as like him as I 
can, all but his youth and vigour; which, when I had, I 
passed my time as well as any of my holy predecessors. 
Now, walking under the windows of my seraglio: if 
Johayma look out, she will certainly take me for 
Antonio, and call to me; and by that I shall know 
what concupiscence is working in her; she cannot come 
down to commit iniquity, there's my safety; but if she 

K2 
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peep, if sbe put her nose abroad, there'e a demDnstration 
of her pions will : and I'll not make the first precedent 
for a churchman to forgive injuries. 

FrUer Mokayma running to him with a casket in her 
hand, and emhraeing him, 

Mor. Kow I can embrace you with a good conscience; 
here are the pearls and jewels, here's my father, 

Muf. I am, indeed, thy father; hut how the devil 
didst thou know me in titis disguise t and what pearls 
dost thou mean! 

Mor. [Going baek."] What have I done, and what will 
now become of me I 

JIfu/! Art thou mad, Moraymat 

Mor. I think you'll make me so. 

Muf. Why, what have I done to theet BecoUeot thy- 
self, and speak sense to me. 

Mor. Then give me leave to tell you, you are the 
worst of fathers. 

Miif. Did I think I had begott«n such a monster 1 
Proceed, my dutiful child, proceed, proceed. 

Mor. Tou have been ra^ng together a maas of weallJi 
by indirect and wicked means: the spoils of orphans are 
in these jewels, and the tears of widows in these pearls. 

Mt^. Thou amazest me ! 

Mor. I would do so. This casket is loaded with your 
sins; 'tis the cargo of rapines, simony, and extortions; 
the iniquity of thirty years' muftdship converted into 
diamonds. 

Jl/tt/I Would some rich railing rogue would say aa 
much to me, that I might squeeze his purse for scandaL 

Mor. Ko, sir; you get more by pious fools than 
railers, when yoM insinuate into their families, manage 
their fortunes while they live, and beggar their heirs 
by getting legacies, when they die. And do you think 
I'll be the receiver of your tJiefbl I dischai^ my con- 
science of it. Here, take again your filthy mammon, 
and restore it, you had best, to the true owners. 

Muf. I am finely documented by my own daughter. 

Mor. And a great credit for me to be bo. Do but 
think how decent a habit you have on, and how becom- 
ing your function to be disguised like a slave, and eve«- 
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dropping under the women's windows, to be saluted, as 
you deserve it rightly, with a chamber-pot. If I had not 
known you casually by your shambling gait, and a cer- 
tain reverend awkwardness that is natural to all of your 
function, here you had been exposed to the laughter of 
your own servants; who have been in search of you 
through the whole seraglio, peeping under every petticoat 
to find you. 

Muf. Prithee, child, reproach me no more of human 
fellings; they are but a little of the pitch and spots of 
the world that are still sticking on me; but I hope to 
scour them out in time. I am better at bottom than 
thou thinkest : I am not the man thou takest me for. 

Mot, No, to my sorrow, sir, you are not. 

Muf, It was a very odd beginning though, methought, 
to see thee come running in upon me with such a warm 
embrace; prithee, what was the meaning of that? 

Mar. I am sure I meant nothing by it, but the zeal 
and affection which I bear to the man of the world, whom 
I may love lawfully. 

Muf. Why, this is as it should be now. Take the 
treasure again, it can never be put into better hands. 

MoT» Yes, to my knowledge but it might. I have 
confessed my soul to you, if you understand me rightly; 
I never disobeyed you till this night; and now, since 
through the violence of my passion I have been so un- 
fortunate, I humbly beg your pardon, your blessing, and 
your leave, that upon the first opportunity I may go for 
ever from your sight; for Heaven knows, I never desire 
to see you more. 

Muf. [Wiping his eyeaJ] Thou makest me weep at thy 
unkindness — ^indeed, dear daughter, we will not part. 

Mor, Indeedj dear daddy, but we will. 

Muf, Why, if I have been a little pilfering, or so, I 
take it bitterly of thee to tell me of it; since it was to 
make thee rich; and I hope a man may make bold with 
his own soul, without offence to his own child. Here, 
take the jewels again; take them, I charge thee, upon 
thy obedience. 

Mor, Well, then, in virtue of obedience I will take 
them; but on my soul, I had rather they were in a 
better hand. . 
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Iluf* Meaning mine, I know it. 

Mot, Meaning his whom I love better than my life. 

Muf. That's me again. 

Mor, I would have you think so. 

Muf. How thy good nature works upon me; well, I 
can do no less than venture damning for thee, and I may 
put fair for it, if the rabble be ordered to rise to-night. 

EinJter Antonio in an Africcm rich habit. 

Ant, What do you mean, my dear, to stand talking in 
this suspicious place, just underneath Johayma's window 1 
[To the Mufti.] You are well met comrade, I know you 
are the friend of our flight; are the horses ready at the 
postern gate? 

Muf, Antonio, and in disguise? now I begin to smell 
a rat. 

Ant, And I another, that outstinks it: false Morayma, 
hast thou thus betrayed me to thy father! 

Mor, Alas, I was betrayed myself: he came disguised 
like you, and I, poor innocent, ran into his hands. 

Muf, In good time you did so: I laid a trap for a 
bitch fox, and a worse vermin has caught himself in it. 
You woidd fain break loose now, though you left a limb 
behind you; bat I am yet in my own territories and in 
call of company, that's my comfort. 

Ant, [TaJdng him hy the tkroat"] No; I have a trick 
left to put thee past thy squeaking: I will give thee the 
quinsey; that ungracious tongue shall preach no more 
false doctrine. 

Mor, What do you mean? you will not throttle himi 
consider he's my father. 

An4, Prithee let us provide first for our own safeiy; if 
I do not consider him, he will consider us with a ven- 
geance afterwards. 

Mor, You may threaten him for crying out, but for 
my sake, give him back a little cranny of his windpipe^ 
and some part of speech. 

Ant, Kot so much as one single interjection. Come 
away, father-in-law, this is no place for dialogues; when, 
you are in the mosque you talk by hours, and there no 
man must interrupt you; this is but like for like, good 
father-in-law: now I am in the pulpit, 'tis your turn to 
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hold your tongue. [He struggles,] Nay if you will be 
hanging back, I shall take care you shall hang forward. 
[PvMs him along the stage with his sword at his reins, 

Mor, T'other way, to the arbour with him; and make 
haste before we are discovered. 

ArU, If I only bind and gag him there, he may com- 
mend me hereafter for civil usage; he deserves not so 
much favour by any action of his life. 

Mor. Yes, pray bate him one, for begetting your 
mistress. 

ArU, I would, if he had not thought more of thy 
mother than of thee ; once more come along in silence, 
my Pythagorean father-in-law. 

Joh, [At the balcony. '\ A bird in a cage may peep at 
least, tho' she must not fly ; what bustle's there beneath 
my window 1 Antonio by all my hopes, I know him by 
his habit ; but what makes that woman with him, and a 
friend, a sword drawn, and hasting hence? this is no 
time for silence: Who's within? call there, where are 
the servants ? why, Omar, Abedin, Haflan, and the rest, 
make haste and run into the garden;- there are thieves 
and villains ; arm all the family and stop 'em. 

Ant [Tv/rning hack,'\ O that screech owl at the win- 
dow! we shall be pursued immediately; which way shall 
we take ? 

Mor. [Giving him the casket] "lis impossible to escape 
ihem, for the way to our horses lies back again by the 
house, and then we shall meet 'em full in the teeth : 
here, take these jewels; thou mayst leap the walls and 
get away. 

Ant. And what will become of thee then, poor kind 
soul? 

Mor. I must take my fortune : when you are got safe 
into your own country, I hope you wiU bestow a sigh on 
the memory of her who loved you. 

Ant. It makes me mad to think how many a day will 
be lost betwixt us I take back thy jewels ; 'tis an empty 
casket without thee; besides, I should never leap well 
with the weight of all thy father's sina about me ; thou 
and they had been a bargain. 

Mor. Prithee take 'em, 'twiU help me to be revenged 
on him. 
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Ani, No ; theyHl senre to make thy peace with him. 
Mar. I hear 'em coming : shift for yourself at least ; 
remember I am jours for ever. 

[Servants cryinffj " This wat/y this way^^ 

behind the scenes. 

Ant. And I but the empty shadow of myself without 

thee ! Farewell, father-in-law, that shotdd have been, if I 

had not been curst in my mother's belly ! Now, which 

way fortone 1 

[Huns amazedly backwards aikd forwards, Serva/nts 

within, ^^ FoUoWy foUoWy yonder are the villains." 

Ant. O here's a gate open; but it leads into the castle; 

yet I must venture it. \Going out. 

[A shout behind the scenes where Aktokio is going out. 

Ant. There's the rabble in a mutiny; what, is the 

deyil up at midnight ! However, 'tis good herding in a 

crowd. [Runs out. 

[Mufti runs to Moratha, and lays hold on her, then 

snatches away the casket. 
Muf. Now, to do things in order, first I seize upon the 
bag and then upon the baggage : for thou art but my flesh 
and blood, but these are my life and soul. 

Mor. Tlien let me follow my flesh and blood, and keep 
to yourself your life and soul. 

Muf. Both or none, come away to durance. 
Mor. Well, if it must be so, agreed, for I have another 
trick to play you ; and thank yourself for what shall 
follow. 

' Enter Servants. 

Joh. [From above.] One of them took through the 
private way into the castle; follow him be sure, for these 
are yours already. 

Mor. Help here quickly, Omar, Abedin ; I have hold 
on the villain that stole my jewels; but 'tis a lusty rogue, 
and he will prove too strong. for me; what ! help I say; 
do you not know your master's daughter? 

Muf. Now if I cry out, they will know my voice, and 
then I am disgraced for ever : O thou art a venomous 
cockatrice ! 

Mor. Of your own begetting. [The servants seize him. 

1 Serv. What a glorious deliverance have you iiad, 
madam, from this bloody-minded Christian ! 
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Mot. Give me back my jewels, and carry this notorious 
malefactor to be punished by my father. I'll hunt the 
other dry-foot. 

\TakeB thejeweU^ and ru/na out after Antonio at the 
same passage. 

1 Serv, I long to be handfelling his hide, before we 
bring him to my master. 

8 Serv, Hang him for an old covetous hypocrite : he 
deserves a worse punishment himself for keepiag us so 
hardly. 

1 Serv, Ay, would he were in this villain's place; thus 
I would lay him on, and thus. [Beats him. 

2 Serv. And thus would I revenge myself of my last 
beating. \He heats him too, a/nd then the rest, 

Muf. Oh ! ho, ho ! 

1 Serv, Now supposing you were the Mufbi, sir. 

[Beats him again. 

Muf, The devil's in that supposing, rascal; I can bear 
no more; and I am the Mufti; now suppose yourselves 
my servants, and hold your hands : an anointed halter 
take you all. 

1 Serv, My master! you will pardon the excess of our 
zeal for you, sir; indeed we all took you for a villain, 
and so we used you. 

Muf, Ay, so I feel you did ; my back and sides are 
abundant testimonies of your zeal. Ilun rogues, and bring 
me back my jewels, and my fugitive daughter : run, I say. 

[They run to the gate, and thejvrst servant 
runs hack again, 

1 Serv, Sir, the castle is in a most terrible combustion; 
you may hear 'em hither, 

Muf, 'Tis a laudable commotion: the voice of the 
mobile is the voice of heaven. I must retire a little, to 
strip me of the slave, and to assume the Mufti; and then 
I will return ; for the piety of the people must be en- 
couraged, that they may help me to recover my jewels 
and my daughter. [Eodt Mufti and Servants. 

The Scene cha/nges to the Castle-Yard, 

And discovers Antonio, Mustapha, and the Babble 
shouting: They come forward. 

Ant. And so at length, as I informed you, I 'scaped 
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out of his covetous clutches ; and now fly to your illtis- 
trious feet for my protection. 

Mfist Thou shfJt have it, and now defy the Mufti. 
'Tis the first petition that has been made to me since my 
exaltation to tumult, in this second night of the month. 
Ahib, and in the year of the Hegira — the Lord knows 
what year, — ^but 'tis no matter; for when I am settled^ 
the learned are bound to find it out for me ; for I am 
resolved to date my authority over the rabble like other 
monarchs. 

Ant. I have always had a longing to be yours again, 
though I could not compass it before, and had designed 
you a casket of my master's jewels too; for I knew the 
custom, and would not have appeared before a great 
person, as you are, without- a present ; but he has 
defrauded my good intentions, and basely robbed you of 
them: 'tis a prize worthy a million of crowns, and you 
carry your letters of marque about you. 

MvtSt. I shall make bold with his treasure, for the sup- 
port of my new government. [The people gather about himJ] 
What do these vile raggamuffins so near pur person? 
your savour is offensive to us; bear back there, and make 
room for honest men to approach us; these fools and 
knaves are always impudently crowding next to princes^ 
and keeping off* the more deserving; bear back, I say. 
[Thei/ make a Tvider circle,] That's dutifully done! now 
shout to show your loyalty. [A great shouti Hear'st 
thou that, slave Antonio f these obstreperous villains 
shout, and know not for what they make a noise. You 
shall see me manage them, that you may judge^what 
ignorant beasts they are. For whom do you shout now? 
Who's to live and reign 1 tell me that, the wisest of you. 

1 Babble, Even whom you please, captain. 

Mtost, La you there ; I told you so. 

^ Hdb, We are not bound to know who is to live and 
reign ; our business is only to rise upon command, and 
plunder. 

S Bab, Ay, the richest of both parties ; for they are 
our enemies. 

Ifuat. This last fellow is a little more sensible than the 
rest; he has entered somewhat into the merits of the cause. 

1 Bah. If a poor man may speak his mind, I think. 
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Captain, that yourself are the fittest to live and reign. I 
mean not over, but next and immediately under the 
people j and thereupon I say, '' A Mustapha, a Mustapha ! " 

[All crt/y "A Muatapha, a Musta/pha T* 

Must, I must confess the sound is pleasing, and tickles 
the ears of my ambition ; but alas, my good people, it 
must not be ! I am contented to be a poor simple vice- 
roy ; but Prince Muley-Zeydan is to be the man : I shall 
take care to instruct him in the arts of government, and 
in his duty to us all ; and therefore mark my cry, " A 
Muley-Zeydan, a Muley-Zeydan !" 

^[All cry, "-4 Mvley-Zeydan, a Mvley-Zeydan P^ 

Mu8t You see, slave Antonio, what I might have been. 

Ant, I observe your modesty. 

Must, But for a foolish promise I made once to my 
Lord Benducar, to set up any one he pleased. 

Re-enter the Mufti with his Servants, 

Ant, Here's the old hypocrite again ; now stand your 
ground, and bate him not an inch. Remember the jewels, 
the rich and glorious jewels; they are designed to be 
yours, by virtue of prerogative. 

Mu^t, Let me alone to pick a quarrel. I have an old 
grudge to him upon thy account. 

Muf, [Making up to the mobile,] Good people, here you 
are met together. 

1 Hah, Ay, we know that without your telling ; but 
why are we met together, doctor] for that's it which 
nobody here can tell. 

2 Rah, Why, to see one another in the dark ; and to 
make holiday at midnight. 

Muf, You are met as becomes good Mussulmen to 
settle the nation ; for I must tell you, that though your 
tyrant is a lawful emperor, yet your lawful emperor is 
but a tyrant. 

Ant, What stuff he talks ! 

Must, 'Tis excellent fine matter, indeed, slave Antonio ; 
he has a rare tongue. Oh, he would move a rock or 
elephant ! 

Ant, [Aside,] What a block have I 'to work upon ! — 
But still remember the jewels, sir, the jewels. [To him. 

M\ist, Kay, that's true on the other side : the jewels 
must be mine ; but he has a pure fine way of talking. 
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M7 conscience goes along with liim, but the jewels have 
set my heart against him. 

Mtif. That your emperor is a tyrant is most manifest ; 
for you were bom to be Turks, but he has played the 
Turk with you, and is taking your religion away. 

S Bah. We find that in our decay of trade. I have 
seen for these hundred years that religion and trade 
alwayB go together. 

Muf. He is now upon the point of marrying himself 
without your sovereign consent ; and what are the effects 
of marriage ! 

S Rob. A seeding, domineering wife, if she prove 
honest ; and if otherwise, a fine gaudy minx that ro1^ our 
counters every night, and then goes out and spends it 
upon our cuckold-makers. 

Muf. 'So, the natural effects of marriage are children. 
Now, on whom would he beget these children ) Even 
upon a Christian I O, horrible ; how can you believe me, 
though I am ready to swear it u,pon the Alcoran I Yes, 
true believers, you may believe that he is going to beget 
a race of misbelievers. 

Muet. That's fine in earnest. I cannot forbear 
hearkening to his enchanting tongue. 

ArU. But yet remember 

Must. Ay, ay, the jewels ! now again I hate him ; but 
yet my conscience makes rae listen to him, 

Muf. Therefore, to conclude all, believers, pluck up 
your hearts, and pluck down the tyrant. Kemember the 
courage of your ancestors ; remember the majesty of the 
periple ; remember yourselves, your wives and children ; 
and lastly, above sJl, remember your religion, and our 
holy Mahomet. All these require your timeous assistance ; 
shall £ say they beg itl "So, they claim it of you, by all the 
nearest and dearest ties of these three V& — self-preserva- 
tion, our property, and our prophet. Now answer me 
with a unanimous cheerful cry, and follow me, who am 
jour leader, to a glorious deliverance. 

\AU cry, " A Mufti, a Mufti I" and are 
foUoibing Aim off the atage. 

lint, Now you see what comes of your foolish qualms 
of conscience. The jewels are lost, and they are all 
leaving you. 
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Must. What, am I forsaken of my subjects 1 Would 
the rogue purloin my liege people from me ! I charge 
you in my own name, come back ye deserters, and hear 
me speak. 

1 Bab, What, will he come with his balderdash, after 
the Mufti's eloquent oration ? 

S Bah. He's our captain, lawfully picked up and elected 
upon a stall. We will hear him. 

Omnea. Speak, captain, for we will hear you. 

Must. Do you remember the glorious rapines and 
robberies you have committed 1 your breaking open aad 
gutting of houses, your rummaging of cellars, your demo- 
lition of Christian temples, and bearing off in triumph 
the superstitious plate and pictures, the ornaments of 
their wicked altars, when all rich moveables were sen- 
tenced for idolatries, and all that was idolatrous was seized? 
Answer first for your remembrance of all these sweet- 
nesses of mutiny; for upon those grounds I shall proceed. 

Ornnes, Yes, we do remember ; we do remember. 

Must. Then make much of your retentive faculties. 
And who led you to those honeycombs ? Your Mufti % 
No, believers, he only preached you up to it, but durst 
not lead you. He was but your counsellor, but I was 
your captain. He only loo'd you, but 'twas I that led you. 

Omnea, That's true, that's true. 

Ant. There you were with him for his figui'es. 

Must. I think I was, slave Antonio. Alas ! I was 
ignorant of my own talent. Say then, believers, will 
you have a captain for your Mufti, or a Mufti for your 
captain % And further to instruct you how to cry. Will 
you have a Mufti, or no Mufti 1 

Orrmea, No Mufti, no Mufti. 

Muat, That I laid in for 'em, slave Antonio. Do I, 
then, spit upon your faces 1 Do I discourage rebellion, 
mutiny, rapine, and plundering ? You may think I do, 
believers, but Heaven forbid ! No, I encourage you to 
all these laudable undertakings. You shall plunder ; 
you shall pull down the Government ; but you shall do 
this upon my authority, and not by his wicked instigation. 

S Bah. Nay, when his turn is served he may preach 
up loyalty again and restitution that he might have 
another snack among us. 
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1 Bab. He may indeed ; for 'tis but his saying 'tis sin, 
and then we must restore ; and therefore I would have a 
new religion, where half the commandments should be 
taken away, the rest mollified, and there should be little 
or no sin remaining. 

Omnes, Another religion — a new religion — another 
religion ! 

Must. And that may easily be done with the help of a 
little inspiration ; for I must tell you I have a pigeon at 
home of Mahomet's own breed ; and when I have learnt 
her to pick peas out of my ear rest satisfied tiU then, and 
you shall have another. But now I think on't, I am. 
inspired already that 'tis no sin to depose the Mufti. 

ArU, And good reason, for when kings and queens are 
to be discarded, what should knaves do any longer in the 
pack] 

Omnea. He is deposed — ^he is deposed — ^he is deposed I 

Must Nay, if he and his clergy will needs be preaching 
up rebelUon, and giving us their blessing, 'tis but justice 
they should have the first fruits of it. Slave Antonio, 
take him into custody ; and dost thou hear boy, be sure 
to secure the little transitory box of jewels. If he be 
obstinate, put a civil question to him upon the rack, and 
he squeaks I warrant him. 

Ant [Seizing the Mufti.^ Come, my quondam master, 
you and I must change qualities. 

Miif, I hope you will not be so barbarous as to torture 
me. We may preach to others, but alas ! holy flesh is 
too well pampered to endure martyrdom. 

Must Now, late Mufti, not forgetting my first quarrel 
with you, we will enter ourselves to the plunder of your 
palace : 'tis good to sanctify a work, and begin in God's 
name. 

1 Bob, Our prophet let the devil alone with the last 
mob. 

Mob. But he takes care of this himself. 

As they a/re goinjg out, enter Benducar leading Al- 
meyda: he with a sword in one kamd; Benduoab's 
slave foUows, with Muley-Moluch's head upon a 
spea/r. 

Must Not so much haste^ masters ; come back again. 
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You are so bent upon mischief that you take a man upon 
the first word of plunder. Here's a sight for you ; the 
Emperor is come upon his head to visit you. [B<ywing,^ 
Most noble Emperor, now I hope you will not hit us in the 
teeth that we have pulled you down, for we can tell you 
to your face that we have exalted you, [T?iey aU shout 

Bend, [To Almeyda, apa/rt.'\ Think what I am, and 
what yourself may be, 
In being mine : refuse not proffered love 
That brings a crown. 

Ahn, \To him.] I have resolved, 
And these shall know my thoughts. 

Bend. [To her.] On that I build 

[He comes tip to the rahble. 
Joj to the people for the tyrant's death I 
Oppression, rapine, banishment, and blood 
Axe now no more, but speechless as that tongue 
That lies for ever still. 
How is my grief divided with my joy, 
When I must own I killed him ! Bid me speak, 
For not to bid me is to disallow 
What for your sakes is done. 

Must. In the name of the people we command you 
speak ; but that pretty lady shall speak first, for we have 
taken somewhat of a liking to her person. Be not afraid, 
lady, to speak to these rude raggamufiins. There's 
nothing shall offend you, imless it be their stink, an't 
please you. [MaJcing a leg. 

Ahn. Why should I speak, who am your queen % 
My peaceful father swayed the sceptre long ; 
And you enjoy'd the blessings of his reign, 
While you deserved the name of Africans. 
Then, not commanded, but commanding you, 
Fearless I speak : know me for what I am. 

Bend. How she assumes ! I like not this beginning. 



Aim. I was not bom so base to flatter crowds, 
And move your pity by a whining tale : 
Your tyrant would have forced me to his bed ; 
But in the attempt of that foul brutal act 
These loyal slaves secured me by his death. 

[Pointing to Bend. 
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B&nd, Makes she no more of me than of a slave 1 [Aside. 
Madam, I thought I had instructed you [To Alm£tda. 
To frame a speech more suiting to tiie times : 
The circumstances of that dire design, 
Your own despair, my unexpected aid, 
My life endangered by his bold defence. 
And after all, his death, and your deliverance, 
Were themes that ought not to be slighted o'er. 

MiLst, She might have passed over all your petty- 
businesses, and no great matter ; but the raising of my 
rabble is an exploit of consequence, and not to be 
mumbled up in sUence, for all her pertness. 

Aim, When force invades the gift of nature, life, 
The eldest law of nature bids defend ; 
And if in that defence a tyrant fall, 
His death's his crime, not ours. 
Suf&ce it that he's dead : aU wrongs die with him : 
When he can wrong no more, I pardon him : 
•Thus I absolve myself, and him excuse 
Who saved my life and honour, but praise neither. 

Bend, 'Tis cheap to pardon, whom you would not pay: 
But what speak I of payment and reward I 
Ungrateful woman, you are yet no Queen, 
Nor more than a proud, haughty, Christian slave ; 
As such I seize my light. 

[Going to lay hold of her. 

Aim. [Drawing a dagger. "] Dare not to approach me ; 
Now Africans, 

He shows himself to you \ to me he stood j 

Confessed before, and owned his insolence 
To espouse my person and assume the crown 
Claimed in my right : for this he slew your tyrant ; I 

Oh, no, he only changed him for a worse; 

Embas'd your slavery by his own vileness, I 

And loaded you with more ignoble bonds. I 

Then think me not ungrateful, not to share 
The imperial crown with a presuming traitor. 
He says I am a Christian \ true, I am, 
But yet no slave. If Christians can be thought 
Unfit to govern those of other faith,. 
*Tis Ifcft for you to judge. 

Bend, I have not patience : she consumes the time 
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In idle talk, and owns her false belief; 

Seize her by force, and bear her hence unheard. 

Ahn, [To the people,^ No, rather let me die your sacri- 
Than live his triumph. [^ce, 

I throw myself into my people's arms ; 
As you are men, compassionate my wrongs, 
And as good men protect me. 

AtU. Something must be done to save her. [Aside to 
Must.] This is all addressed to you, sir. She singled 
you out witli her eye, as commander-in-chief of the 
mobility. 

Must Think'st thou so, slave Antonio ? 

Ant, Most certainly, sir, and you cannot in honour but 
protect her. Now, look to your hits, and make your for- 
tune. 

Must, Methought, indeed, she cast a kind leer towards 
me. Our prophet was but just such another scoundrel 
as I am, till he raised himself to power, and consequently 
to holiness, by marrying his master's widow. I am 
resolved Til put forward for myself; for why shovdd I be 
my Lord Benducar's fool and slave, when I may be my 
own fool and his master ? 

Bend, Take her into possession, Mustapha. 

Mv^t, That's better counsel than you meant it. Yes, 
I do take her into possession, and into protection, too. 
What say you, masters, will you stand by me % 

Orrmes, One and all ; one and all. 

Bend, Hast thou betrayed me, traitor % Mufti, speak, 
and mind them of religion ! [Mufti shakes his head. 

Must, Alas, the poor gentleman has gotten a cold with 
a sermon of two hours long, and a prayer of four ; and 
besides, if he durst speak, mankind is grown wiser at this 
time of day than to cut one another's throats about reli- 
gion. Our Mufti's is a green coat, and the Christian's is 
a black coat ; and we must go wisely together by the 
ears, whether green or black shall sweep our spoils. 

[Drv/ms within cmd shouts. 

Bend, Now we shall see whose numbers will prevail ; 
The conquering troops of Muley-Zeydan come^ 
To crush rebellion, and espouse my cause. 

Mu^t, We will have a fair trial of skill for't, I can tell 
him that. When we have despatched with Muley-Zeydan, 
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your lordship shall inarch in equal proportions of your 
body to the four gates of the city, and every tower shall 
have a quarter of you. 

[Antonio draws tk&ra up, amd takes Almeyda b^ the 
hand. Shouts again, and drwms. 

Enter Dorax and Sebastian attended hy Africcm soldiers 
and PorttLguese, Almeyda and Sebastian rv/n into 
each other^s arms, and both speak together, 

Sebas. and Aim. My Sebastian ! my Almeyda i 

Ahn, Do you then live 1 

Sebas, And live to love thee ever. 

Bend. How ! Dorax and Sebastian still alive ! 
The Moors and Christians joined ! I thank thee, prophet. 

Dor, The citadel is ours ; and Muley-Zeydan 
Safe under guard, but as becomes a prince. 
Lay down your arms ; such base plebeian blood 
Would only stain the brightness of my sword. 
And blunt it for some nobler work behind. 

MiMt. I suppose you may put it up without offence to 
any man here present. For my own part, I have been 
loyal to my sovereign lady ; though that villain, Bendu- 
car, and that hypocrite, the Mufti, would have corrupted 
me ; but if those two escape public justice, then I and all 
my late honest subjects here deserve hanging. 

Bend, [To DoR.1 I'm sure I did my part to poison thee. 
What saint soe'er has soldered thee again. 
A dose less hot had burst through ribs of iron. 

Muf, Not knowing that, I poisoned him once more. 
And drenched him with a draught so deadly cold, 
That, hadst not thou prevented, had congealed 
The channel of his blood, and froze him dry. 

Bend, Thou interposing fool, to mangle mischief, 
And think to mend the perfect work of helL 

Dor. Thus, when Heaven pleases, double poisons cure. 
I will not tax thee of ingratitude 
To me thy friend, who hast betrayed thy prince. 
Death he deserved, indeed, but not from tiiee. 
But Fate, it seems, reserved the worst of men 
To end the worst of tyrants. 
Qo bear him to his fate. 
And send him to attend his master^s ghost. 
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Let some secure my other poisoning friend, 
Whose double diligence preserved my life. 

Ant. You are fkllen into good hands, father-in-law ; 
your sparkling jewels and Morayma's eyes may prove a 
better bail than you deserve. 

MW! The best that can come of me, in this condition, 
is ta have my life begg-d first, and thek to be begg'd for 
a fool afterwards. 

[^odt Antonio tmth the Mufti, and at the same time 
Benducar 18 ca/rried off. 

Dor. \To Must.] You and your hungry herd, depart un- 
For justice cannot stoop so low, to reach [touch'd ; 

The grovelling sin of crowds ; but curs'd be they 
Who trust revenge with such mad instruments, 
Whose blindfold business is but to destroy; 
And like the fire commissioned by the winds. 
Begins on sheds, but roUing in a round. 
On palaces return. Away, ye scum. 
That still rise upmost when the nation boils ; 
Ye mongrel work of Heaven with human shapes, 
Not to be damned or saved, but breathe and perish, 
That have but just enough of sense to know 
The master's voice, when rated, to depart. 

\Exit Must, amd Babble. 

Ahn. With gratitude as low as knees can pay 

[Kneeling to him. 
To those blest holy fires, our guardian angels, 
Receive these thanks, till altars can be raised. 

Dor. Arise, fair excellence, and pay no thanks, 

^ [Maidn^ her up. 
Till time discover what I have deserved. 

Sebas. More than reward can answer. 
If Portugal and Spain were joined to Africa, 
And the main ocean crusted into land. 
If universal monarchy were mine, 
Here should the gift be placed. 

Dor. And from some hands I should refuse that gifb ; 
Be not too prodigal of promises ; 
But stint your bounty to one only grant. 
Which I can ask with honour. 

Sebas. What I am 

H 



170 SELECT DRAMATIC WOBKS. 

Is but thy gift, make what thou canst of me, 
Secure of no repulse. 

Dor. \To Sebas.] Dismiss your train. 
You, madam, please one moment to retire. \To Alh. 
[Sebastian signs to the Portuguese to go off, Al- 
MEYDA, bowing to hirriy goes off also. The Afncoms 
foUow her. 
Dor. \To the Captain of the Guard,'] "With you one 
word in private. [Goes out with the Captain. 
Sebas, \solus,] Reserved behaviour, open nobleness, 
A long mysterious track of stem bounty. 
But now the hand of Fate is on the curtain, 
And draws the scene to sight. 

Re-enter Dorax, having taken off his twrbam,^ and pat on 

a pervJcey hat, and cra/vaL 

Dor. Now do you know me ? 

Sebas, Thou shouldst be Alonzo. 

Dor. So you should be Sebastian ; 
But when Sebastian ceased to be himself, 
I ceased to be Alonzo. 

Sebas. As in a dream 
I see thee here, and scarce believe mine eyes. 

Dor. Is it so strange to find me where my wrongs^ 
And your inhuman tyranny have sent me 1 
Think not you dream ; or, if you did, my injuries 
Shall call so loud that lethargy should wake. 
And death should give you back to answer me. 
A thousand nights have brushed their balmy wings 
Over these eyes, but ever when they closed 
Your tyrant image forced them ope again, 
And dried the dews they brought. 
The long-expected hour is come at length. 
By manly vengeance to redeem my fame ; 
And that once cleared, eternal sleep is welcome. 

Sebas. I have not yet forgot I am a king, 
Whose royal office is redress of wrongs ; 
If I have wronged thee, charge me face to face; 
I have not yet forgot I am a soldier. 

Dor. 'Tis the firat justice thou hast ever done me, 
Then, though I loathe this woman's war of tongues. 
Yet shall my cause of vengeance first be clear ; 
And honour be thou judge. 
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SebcM. Honour befriend ns both. 
Beware, I warn thee yet, to tell thy griefs 
In terms becoming majesty to hear. 
I warn thee thus, because I know thy temper 
Is insolent and hkughty to superiors. 
How often hast thou braved my peaceful Court, 
Filled it with noisy brawls, and windy boasts ; 
And, with past service, nauseously repeated, 
Beproached even me, thy prince ? 

Dor. And well I might, when you forgot reward, 
The part of heaven in kings ; for punishment 
Is hangman's work, and drudgery for devils. 
I must, and will reproach thee with my service, 
Tyrant (it irks me so to call my prince). 
But just resentment and hard usage coined 
The unwilling word ; and grating as it is, 
Take it, for 'tis thy due. 

Sebas. How, tyrant ! 

Dor. Tyrant. 

Sebas. Traitor; that name thou canst not echo back. 
That robe of infamy, that circumcision 
111 hid beneath that robe, proclaim the traitor; 
And, if a name 
More foul than traitor be, 'tis renegade. 

Dor. If I'm a traitor, think, and blush thou tyrant, 
Whose injustice betrayed me into treason, 
E£&.ced my loyalty, unhinged my faith. 
And hurried me from hopes of heaven to hell. 
All these, and all my yet unfinished crimes. 
When I shall rise to plead before the saints, 
I charge on thee, to make thy damning sure. 

Sehaa. Thy old presumptuous arrogance again, 
That bred my first dislike and then my loathing. 
Once more be warned, and know me for thy Kmg. 

• Dor. Too well I know thee, but for King no more ; 
This is not Lisbon, nor the circle this. 
Where, like a statue, thou hast stood besieged 
By sycophants and fools, the growth of Courts ; 
Where thy gulled eyes, in all the gaudy round, 
Met nothing but a He in every face ; 
And the gross flattery of a gaping crowd, 
Envious who first should catch, and first applaud 
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The staff or roysJ nonsense. When I spoke, 
M7 honest homely words were carped and censored^ 
For want of courtly style ; related actions, 
^ Though modestly reported, passed for boasts; 
Secure of merit if I asked reward. 
Thy hungiy minions thought their rights invaded, 
And the bread snatched from pimps and parasites. 
Henriquez answered, with a ready lie, 
To save his king^s, the boon was begged before. 

SebaSi What say'st thou of Henriquez 1 ITow, by 
Thou mov'st me more by barely naming him, [heaven, 
Than all thy foul, unmannered, scurril taunts. 

Dor. And therefore 'twas to gall thee that I named him. 
That thing, that nothing, but a cringe and smile. 
That woman, but more daubed; or if a man, 
Corrupted to a woman : thy man mistress* 

JSebas, All false as hell or thou. 

Dor, Yes ; full as false 
As that I served thee fifteen hard campaigns. 
And pitched thy standard in these foreign fields; 
By me thy greatness grew, thy years grew with it, 
But thy ingratitude outgrew them both. 

Sehas. I see to what thou tendest, but tell me first, 
If those great acts were done alone for me ; 
H love produced not some, and pride the rest 1 

Dor. Why, love does all that's noble here below ; t-X 
But aU the advantage of that love was thine. 
For, coming fraughted back, in either hand 
With palm and olive, victory and peace, 
I was indeed prepared to ask my own 
(For Yiolante's vows were mine before). 
Thy malice had prevention, ere I spoke; 
And asked me Yiolante for Henriquez. 

Sehas. I meant thee a reward of greater worth. 

Dor, Where justice wanted, could reward be hoped 1 
Could the robbed passenger expect a bounty 
From those rapacious hands who stripped him first \ 

Sehas, He had my promise ere I faiew thy love. 

Dor. My services deserved thou shouldst revoke it, 

Sehas, Thy insolence had cancelled all thy service ; 
To violate my laws, even in my Court, 
Sacred to peace, and safe from all afi&onts : 
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Even to my face, and done in my despite, 
Under the wing of awful majesty 
To strike the man I loved ! 

Dor, Even in the face of Heaven, a place more sacred, 
"Would I have struck the man who, prompt by power, 
"Would seize my right, and rob me of ray love ; 
But, for a blow provoked by thy injustice. 
The hasty product of a just despair, 
When he refused to meet me in the field, 
That thou shouldst make a coward's cause thy own 1 

Sebas. He durst ; nay, more, desired and begged with 
To meet thy challenge fairly ; 'twas thy fault [tears. 

To make it public ; but my duty then 
To interpose, on pain of my displeasure, 
Betwixt your swords. 

Dor. On pain of infamy 
He should have disobeyed. 

Sebcbs, The indignity thou didst was meant to me ; 
Thy gloomy eyes were cast on me with scorn, 
As who should say, the blow was there intended ; 
But that thou didst not dare to lift thy hands 
Against anoiuted power. So I was forced 
To do a sovereign justice to myself, 
And spurn thee from my presence. 

Dor, Thou hast dared 
To tell me what I durst not tell myself; *-' 
I durst not think that I was spumed, and live ; 
And live to hear it boasted to my face. 
All my long avarice of honour lost. 
Heaped up in youth, and hoarded up for age ; 
Has honour's fountain then sucked back the stream ? 
He has ; and hooting boys may dry-shod pass. 
And gather pebbles from the naked ford. 
Give me my love, my honour ; give them back. 
Give me revenge, while I have breath to ask it. 

Sebas, "Now by this honoured Order which I wear, 
More gladly woidd I give than thou dar'st ask it j 
Nor shall the sacred character of king 
Be urged to shield me from thy bold appeal. 
If I have injured thee, that makes us equal : 
The wrong, if done, debased me down to thee. 
But thou hast charged me with ingratitude ; 
Hast thou not charged me ? speak. 
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Dfrr. Hum kno Vst I have ; 
If thou diaown'st that imputation^ draw, 
And prove my charge a lie. 

iSs&B*. No ; to disprove that lie I must not draw. 
Be oonsGioas of thy worth, and tell thy soul 
What thou hast done this day in my defence ; 
To fight thee, after this, what were it else 
Than owning that ingratitude thou urgest? 
13iat isthmus stands between two rushing seas, 
Which, mounting, view each other finom afar, 
And stziTe in vain to meet. 

Dor. m cut that isthmus. 
Thou knowest I meant not to preserve thy life, 
But to reprieve it, for my own revenge. 
I saved thee out of honourable malice. 
Now draw; I should be loath to think thou darest not. 
Beware of such another vile excuse. 

Sdms. O, patioice. Heaven ! 

Dor, Beware of patience too; 
That's a suspicious word. It had been proper, 
Before thy foot had spumed me; now 'tis base. 
Yet, to disarm thee of thy last defence, 
I have thy oath for my security. 
The only boon I begged was this fair combat. 
Fight or be perjured now; that's all thy choice. 

JSelxM, Now can Ithank thee asthouwouldst be thanked. 
Never was vow of honour better paid, [JDratomg. 

If my true sword but hold, than this shall be. 
The sprightly bridegroom, on his wedding-night. 
More gladly enters not the lists of love. 
Why 'tis enjoyment to be summoned thus. 
Go; bear my message to Henriquez' ghost. 
And say his master and his friend revenged him. 

Dor. His ghost! then is my hated rival dead? 

Sebaa. The question is beside our present purpose; 
Thou seest me ready; we delay too long. 

Dor. A minute is not much in cither's life, 
When there's but one betwixt us; throw it in. 
And give it him of us who is to fall. [o'ertake him. 

Sebas. He's dead. Make haste, and thou may'st yet 

Dor. When I was hasty, thou delayed'st me longer. 
I prithee let me hedge one moment more 
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Into thv_p roinise. For thy life preserved, 
Be kind; and tell me how that rival died, 
Whose death next thine I wished. 

Sebaa. If it would please thee, thou shouldst never know. 
But thou, like jealousy, enquirest a truth, 
Which found will torture thee. He died in fight; 
Fought next my person, as in consort fought. 
Ke^ pace for pace, and blow for every blow, 
Save when he heaved his shield in my defence, 
And on his naked side received my wound. 
Then when he could no more, he fell at once; 
But rolled his falling body cross their way. 
And made a bulwark of it for his Prince. 

Dor, I never can forgive him such a death! 

Sebas, I prophesied thy proud soul could not bear it. 
^ow judge thyself, who best deserved my love. 
1 1 knew you both; and (durst I say) as Heaven 
' Foreknew among the shining angel host 
• >^^Q would stand firm, who fall. 
^"^or. Had he been tempted so, so had he fallen; 
And so, had I been favoured, had I stood. 

Sebas, What had been, is unknown; what is, appears; 
" ^Confess he justly was preferred to thee. 

Dor. Had I been bom with his indulgent stars, 
My fortune had been his, and his been mine. 

worse than hell 1 what glory have I lost, 
And what has he acquired by such a death? 

1 should have fallen by Sebastian's side, 

My corpse had been the bulwark of my King. 

His glorious end was a patched work of fate, 

HI sorted with a soft effeminate life; 

It suited better with my life than his 

So to have died. Mine had been of a piece, 

Spent in your service, dying at your feet. 

SdxtsSrloLe more effeminate and soft his life, 
The more his fame to struggle to the field. 
And meet his glorious fate. Confess, proud spirit 
(For I will have it from thy very mouth), 
That better he deserved my love than thou. 

Dor, O, whither would you drive me ! I must granty 
^ Yes I must grant, but with a swelling soul, 
Henriquez had your love with more desert. 
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BeTtd. Makes she no more of me than of a slave I {Aside. 
Madam, I thought I had inatracted you [To Auisyda. 
To fmme a speech more Buiting to iiie times : 
The circumstances of that dire design. 
Your own despair, my unexpected aid, 
My life endangered by his bold defence, 
And after all, his death, and your deliverance. 
Were themes that ought not to be slighted o'er. 

Must. She might have passed over all yonr petty 
businesses, and no great matter ; but the raising of my 
rabble is an exploit of consequence, and not to be 
mumbled up in silence, for all her pertness. 

Ahn. When force invades the gilt of nature, life, 
The eldest law of nature bids defend ; 
And if in that defence a tyrant fall. 
Hit death's his crime, not ours. 
Suffice it that he's dead : all wrongs die with him : 
When he can wrong no more, I pardon him : 
Thus I absolve myself, and him excuse 
Who saved my life and honour, but praise neither. 

Bend. Tis cheap to pardon, whom you would not pay: 
But what speak I of payment and reward I 
Ungrateful woman, you are yet no Queen, 
Nor more than a proud, haughty. Christian slave ; 
As such I aeize my right. 

\Going to lay hold of her. 

Aim. \pTam,ng a dagger^ Dare not to approach me ; 
Kow Africans, 

He shows himself to you ; to me he stood 
Confessed before, and owned his insolence 
To espouRe my person and assume the crown. 
Claimed in my right : for this he slew your tyrant ; 
Oh, no, he only changed him for a worse; 
Embaa'd your slavery by his own vileness. 
And loaded you with more ignoble bonds. 
Then think me not ungratefuj, not to share 
The imperial crown with a presuming traitor. 
He says I am a Christian ; true, I am. 
But yet no slave. If Chnstians can be thouf^t 
0nfit to govern those of other fiiith, 
'Tia left for you to judge. 

B^td. I have not patience : she consumes the time 
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In idle talk, and owns her false belief; 

Seize her by force, and be0,r her hence unheard. 

Aim. [To the people,^ No, rather let me die your sacri- 
Than live his triumph. [fice, 

I throw myself into my people's arms ; 
As you are men, compassionate my wrongs, 
And as good men protect me. 

Ant. Something must be done to save her. [Aside to 
Must.] This is all addressed to you, sir. She singled 
you out with her eye, as commander-in-chief of the 
mobility. 

Must. Think'st thou so, slave Antonio 1 

Ant. Most certainly, sir, and you cannot in honour but 
protect her. Now, look to your hits, and make your for- 
tune. 

Must. Methought, indeed, she cast a kind leer towards 
me. Our prophet was but just such another scoundrel 
as I am, tUl he raised himself to power, and consequently 
to holiness, by marrying his master's widow. I am 
resolved I'll put forward for myself; for why should I be 
my Lord Benducar's fool and slave, when I may be my 
own fool and his master ? 

BeTid, Take her into possession, Mustapha. 

Must. That's better counsel than you meant it. Yes, 
I do take her into possession, and into protection, too. 
What say you, masters, will you stand by me 1 

Onrnes. One and all ; one and all. 

Bend. Hast thou betrayed me, traitor ) Mufti, speak, 
and mind them of religion ! [Mufti shakes his head. 

Must. Alas, the poor gentleman has gotten a cold with 
a sermon of two hours long, and a prayer of four ; and 
besides, if he durst speak, mankind is grown wiser at this 
time of day than to cut one another's throats about reli- 
gion. Our Mufti's is a green coat, and the Christian's is 
a black coat ; and we must go wisely together by the 
ears, whether green or black shall sweep our spoils. 

[Drv/ms within cmd shouts. 

Bend. Now we shall see whose numbers will prevail ; 
The conquering troops of Muley-Zeydan come, 
To crush rebellion, and espouse my cause. 

Must. We will have a fair trial of skill for^t, I can tell 
him that. When we have despatched with Muley-Zeydan, 
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your lordship shall march in equal ptoportdons of your 
body to the four gates of the city, and every tower shall 
have a quarter of yoa, 

[Antonio draws them up, and takes Auuyda by lAa 
hand. Shotila again, and dnims. 

Enter Dorax ajid Sebastian attended by African soldieTt 
and Porlugueae. Almetda and Sebastian run into 
each other's airms, and both speak together. 

S^ia». and Aim. My Sebastian ! my Almeyda I 

Aim. Do you then livet 

S^HU. And live to love thee ever. 

Bend. Hov ! Dorax and Sebastian still alive I 
The Moors and Christians joined ! I thank thee, prophet. 

Dor. The citadel is ours ; and Muley-Zeydan 
Safe under guard, hut as becomes a prince, 
lAy down your arms ; such base plebeian blood 
Would only stain the brightness of my sword, 
And blunt it for some nobler work behind. 

Must I suppose you may put it up without offence to 
any man here present. For my own paxt, I have been 
loyal to my sovereign lady ; though that villain, Bendu- 
car, and that hypocrite, the Mufti, would have corrupted 
me ; but if those two escape public justice, thea I and all 
my late honest subjects here deserve hanging. 

Bend. [To DoB.1 Pm sure I did my part to poison thee, 
What saint soe'er has soldered thee again. 
A dose less hot had burst through ribs of iron. 

M^. Not knowing that, I poisoned him once more, 
And drenched him with a draught so deadly cold. 
That, hadst not thou prevented, had congefded 
Hie channel of hia blood, and froze bim dry. 

Bend. Thou interposing fool, to mangle mischief, 
And think to mend the perfect work of hell. 

Dor. Thus, when Heaven pleases, double poisona cure. 
I will not tax thee of ingratitude 
To me thy friend, who hast betrayed thy prince. 
Death he deserved, indeed, but not from iboe. 
But Fate, it seems, reserved the worst of men 
To end the worst of tyrants. 
Go bear him to his late. 
And send him to attend his master's ghost 
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Let some secure my other poisoning friend, 
Whose double diligence preserved my life. 

Ant You are fkllen into good hands, father-in-law; 
your sparkling jewels and Morayma's eyes may prove a 
better bail than you deserve. 

Mtif, The best that can come of me, in this condition, 
is to have my life begged first, and then to be begg'd for 
a fool afterwards. 

[JEcdt Antonio mth the Mufti, and at the same time 
Benducar is ca/rried off. 

Dor, [To Must.] You and your hungry herd, depart un- 
For justice cannot stoop so low, to reach [touched ; 

The grovelling sin of crowds ; but curs'd be they 
Who trust revenge with such mad instruments, 
Whose blindfold business is but to destroy; 
And like the fire commissioned by the winds. 
Begins on sheds, but rolling in a round. 
On palaces return. Away, ye scum. 
That still rise upmost when the nation boils ; 
Ye mongrel work of Heaven with human shapes, 
Not to be damned or saved, but breathe and perish, 
^That have but just enough of sense to know 
The master's voice, when rated, to depart. 

[JEodt Must, amd Babble. 

Aim. With gratitude as low as knees can pay 

[Kneeling to him. 
To those blest holy fires, our guardian angels, 
Beceive these thanks, till altars can be raised. 

Dot. Arise, fair excellence, and pay no thanks, 

[Raising her v^. 
Till time discover what I have deserved. 

Sebas. More than reward can answer. 
If Portugal and Spain were joined to Africa, 
And the main ocean crusted into land. 
If universal monarchy were mine, 
Here should the gift be placed. 

Dor. And from some hands I should refuse that gift ; 
Be not too prodigal of promises ; 
But stint your bounty to one only grant, 
Which I can ask with honour. 

Sebas. What I am 

M 
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Is but thy gift, make what thou canst of me, 
Secure of no repulse. 

Dor. \To Sebas.] Dismiss your train. 
You, madam, please one moment to retire. \To Aim. 
[Sebastian signs to the Portfuguese to go off. Al- 
MEYDA, bowing to him, goes off also. The Africcma 
foUow her. 
Dor. \To the Captain of the Gua/rd.'\ "With you one 
word in private. [Goes out loith the Captain, 
Sebas. [soIils,^ Reserved behaviour, open nobleness, 
A long mysterious track of stem bounty. 
But now the hand of Fate is on the curtain, 
And draws the scene to sight. 

Re-enter Dorax, having taken off his tv/rban, amd put on 

a peruke, hat, and cra/vat 

Dor. Now do you know me ? 

Sebas. Thou shouldst be Alonzo. 

Dor. So you shoidd be Sebastian ; 
But when Sebastian ceased to be himself, 
I ceased to be Alonzo. 

Sebas. As in a dream 
I see thee here, and scarce believe mine eyes. 

Dor. Is it so strange to find me where my wrongS| 
And your inhuman tyranny have sent me ? 
Think not you dream ; or, if you did, my injuries 
Shall call so loud that lethargy should wake, 
And death should give you back to answer me. 
A thousand nights have brushed their balmy wings 
Over these eyes, but ever when they closed 
Your tyrant image forced them ope again, 
And dried the dews they brought. 
The long-expected hour is come at length, 
By manly vengeance to redeem my fame ; 
Ajid that once cleared, eternal sleep is welcome. 

Sebas. I have not yet forgot I am a king, 
Whose royal office is redress of wrongs ; 
If I have wronged thee, charge me face to face; 
I have not yet forgot I am a soldier. 

Dor. *Tis the first justice thou hast ever done me, 
Then, though I loathe this woman's war of tongues. 
Yet shall my cause of vengeance first be clear ; 
And honour be thou judge. 
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Sebcbs, Honour befriend us both. 
Beware, I warn thee yet, to tell thy griefs 
In terms becoming majesty to hear. 
I warn thee thus, because I know thy temper 
Is insolent and haughty to superiors. 
How often hast thou braved my peaceful Court, 
Filled it with noisy brawls, and windy boasts ; 
And, with past service, nauseously repeated, 
Beproached even me, thy prince ? 

Dor, And well I might, when you forgot reward, 
The part of heaven in kings j for punishment 
Is hangman's work, and drudgery for devils. 
I must, and will reproach thee with my service, 
Tjrrant (it irks me so to call my prince), 
But just resentment and hard usage coined 
The unwilling word ; and grating as it is. 
Take it, for *tis thy due. 

Sebas. How, tyrant ! 

Dor, Tyrant. 

Sehas, Traitor; that name thou canst not echo back. 
That robe of infamy, that circumcision 
HI hid beneath that robe, proclaim the traitor; 
And, if a name 
More foul than traitor be, 'tis renegade. 

Dor, If I'm a traitor, think, and blush thou tyrant, 
Whose injustice betrayed me into treason, 
Effaced my loyalty, unhinged my faith. 
And hurried me from hopes of heaven to hell. 
All these, and all my yet unfinished crimes, 
When I shall rise to plead before the saints, 
I charge on thee, to make thy damning sure. 

Sehas, Thy old presumptuous arrogance again, 
That bred my first dislike and then my loathing. 
Once more be warned, and know me for thy Kmg. 

Dor. Too well I know thee, but for King no more ; 
This is not Lisbon, nor the circle this. 
Where, like a statue, thou hast stood besieged 
By sycophants and fools, the growth of Courts ; 
Where thy gulled eyes, in all the gaudy round, 
Met nothmg but a lie in every face ; 
Ajtid the gross flattery of a gaping crowd, 
fjnvious who first should catch, and first applaud 
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The staff or zopd nonaenae. Wlien I spokey 

My hcMiest homely woards were carped and censored. 

For want of oonrtl j style ; related actions^ 

Thou^ modestly reported, passed for boasts; 

Secure of merit if I asked reward. 

Thy himgiy minions thon^t their rights invaded. 

And the l»ead snatched firom pimps and parasites. 

Henriqnez answered, with a ready lie. 

To save his king's, the boon was b^ged before. 

Sebas, What say'st thou of Henriqnez 1 Now, by 
Thon moVst me more by barely nj^ming him, [heaven, 
Than all thy fool, nnmannered, scnrril tannts. 

Dor, And therefore 'twas to gall thee that I named him. 
That thing, that nothing, but a cringe and smile, 
That woman, bat more danbed; or if a man, 
Corrapted to a woman : thy man mistress. 

Sebas, All £ilse as hell or thon. 

Dor, Yes ; fall as false 
As that I served thee fifteen hard campaigns, 
And pitched thy standard in these foreign fields; 
By me thy greatness grew, thy years grew with it, 
But thy ingratitude outgrew them both. 

Sebas, I see to what thou tendest, but tell me first, 
If those great acts were done alone for me ; 
If love produced not some, and pride the rest 1 

Dor, Why, love does all that's noble here below ; %^ 
But all the advantage of that love was thine. 
For, coming fraughted back, in either hand 
With palm and olive, victory and peace, 
I was indeed prepared to ask my own 
(For Yiolante's vows were mine before). 
Thy maHce had prevention, ere I spoke ; 
And asked me Yiolante for Henriquez. 

Sehas, I meant thee a reward of greater worth. 

Dor, Where justice wanted, could reward be hoped 1 
Could the robbed passenger expect a bounty 
From those rapacious hands who stripped him first \ 

Sebas. He had my promise ere I faiew thy love. 

Dor, My services deserved thou shouldst revoke it. 

SebcM. Thy insolence had cancelled all thy service ; 
To violate my laws, even in my Court, 
Sacred to peace, and safe from all afi&onts : 
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Even to mj face, and done in my despite, 
Under the wing of awful majesty 
To strike the man I loved ! 

Dor. Even in the face of Heaven, a place more sacred, 
Would I have struck the man who, prompt by power, 
"Would seize my right, and rob me of ray love ; 
But, for a blow provoked by thy injustice, 
The hasty product of a just despair, 
When he refused to meet me in the field. 
That thou shouldst make a coward's cause thy own ? 

Sebas. He durst ; nay, more, desired and begged with 
To meet thy challenge fairly ; 'twas thy fault [tears, 

To make it public ; but my duty then 
To interpose, on pain of my displeasure, 
Betwixt your swords. 

Dor. On pain of infamy 
He should have disobeyed. 

Sebaa. The indignity thou didst was meant to me ; 
Thy gloomy eyes were cast on me with scorn. 
As who should say, the blow was there intended ; 
But that thou didst not dare to lift thy hands 
Against anoiuted power. So I was forced 
To do a sovereign justice to myself, 
And spurn thee from my presence. 

Dor. Thou hast dared 
To tell me what I durst not tell myself; *- 
I durst not think that I was spumed, and live ; 
And live to hear it boasted to my face. 
All my long avarice of honour lost. 
Heaped up in youth, and hoarded up for age ; 
Has honour's fountain then sucked back the stream ? 
He has ; and hooting boys may dry-shod pass. 
And gather pebbles from the naked ford. 
Give me my love, my honour ; give them back. 
Give me revenge, while I have breath to ask it. 

Sebas. Now by this honoured Order which I wear, 
More gladly woidd I give than thou dar'st ask it j 
"Not shall the sacred character of king 
Be urged to shield me from thy bold appeal. 
K I have injured thee, that makes us equal : 
The wrong, if done, debased me down to thee. 
But thou hast charged me with ingratitude ; 
Hast thou not charged me 1 speak. 
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Dw, Thou knoVst I have ; 
If thou disown'st that imputation, draw. 
And prove my charge a He. 

Sebas, No j to di^rove that lie I must not draw. 
Be conscious of thy worth, and tell thy soul 
Wliat thou hast done this day in my defence ; 
To £ght thee, after this, what were it else 
Than owning that ingratitude thou urgest? 
That isthmus stands between two rushing seas, 
Which, mounting, yiew each other from afar. 
And strive in vain to meet. 

Dor. m cut that isthmus. 
Thou knowest I meant not to preserve thy life, 
But to reprieve it, for my own revenge. 
I saved thee out of honourable malice. 
Now draw; I should be loath to think thou darest not. 
Beware of such another vile excuse. 

Sebas, O, patience. Heaven! 

Dor. Beware of patience too; 
That's a suspicious word. It had been proper. 
Before thy foot had spumed me; now 'tis base. 
Tet, to disarm thee of thy last defence, 
I have thy oath for my security. 
The only boon I begged was this fair combat. 
Fight or be perjured now; that's all thy choice. 

JSebas. Now can Ithank thee asthou wouldstbe thanked. 
Never was vow of honour better paid, [Dravmig. 

If my true sword but hold, than this shall be. 
The sprightly bridegroom, on his wedding-night. 
More gladly enters not the lists of love. 
Why 'tis enjoyment to be summoned thus. 
Gro; bear my message to Henriquez' ghost. 
And say his master and his friend revenged him. 

Dor. His ghost! then is my bated rival dead*? 

8d)(M. The question is beside our present purpose; 
Thou seest me ready; we delay too long. 

Dor. A minute is not much in cither's life, 
When there's but one betwixt us; throw it in, 
And give it him of us who is to fall. [o'ertake him. 

Sehaa. He's dead. Make haste, and thou may'st yet 

Dor. When I was hasty, thou delayed'st me longer. 
I prithee let me hedge one moment more 
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Into thvj romisa For thy life preserved, 
Be kind; and tell me how that rival died, 
Whose death next thine I wished. 

fSebas, If it would please thee, thou shouldst never know. 
But thou, like jealousy, enquirest a truth. 
Which found will torture thee. He died in fight; 
Fought next my persoii, as in consort fought. 
Kept pace for pace, and blow for every blow. 
Save when he heaved his shield in my defence, 
And on his naked side received my wound. 
Then when he could no more, he fell at once; 
But rolled his falling body cross their way. 
And made a bulwark of it for his Prince. 

Dor, 1 never can forgive him such a death 1 

Sebaa, I prophesied tibiy proud soul could not bear it. 
^ow judge thyself, who best deserved my love. 
1 1 knew you both; and (durst I say) as Heaven 
' Foreknew among the shining angel host 
-Who would stand firm, who fall. 
^^or. Had he been tempted so, so had he fallen; 
And so, had I been favoured, had I stood. 

Sehas, What had been, is unknown; what is, appears; 
"Confess he justly was prefetred to thee. 

Dor. Had I been bom with his indulgent stars, 
My fortune had been his, and his been mine. 

worse than hell 1 what glory have I lost. 
And what has he acquired by such a death] 

1 should have fallen by Sebastian's side. 

My corpse had been the bulwark of my Kling. 

TTig glorious end was a patched work of fate, 

HI sorted with a soft effeminate life; 

It suited better with my life than his 

So to have died. Mine had been of a piece. 

Spent in your service, dying at your feet. 
Sebaa.T^iQ more effeminate and soft his life. 

The more his fame to struggle to the field. 

And meet his glorious fate. Confess, proud spirit 

(For I will have it from thy very mouth). 

That better he deserved my love than thou. 

Dor. O, whither would you drive me ! I must granty 
^ Yes I must grant, but with a swelling soul, 
. Henriquez had your love with more desert. 
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For you he fought, and died; I fought against you; 
Through all the mazes of the bloody iield, 
Hunted your sacred life; which that I missed 
Was the propitious error of my fate, 
Not of my soul; my soul's a regicide. 

Sehaa. Thou might'st have given it a more gentle name. 
Thou mean'st to kill a tyrant, not a King. [More cdlanl^. 
Speak, did'st thou not, AJonzo? 

Dor. Can I speak! 
Alas, I cannot answer to Alonzo. 
No, Dorax cannot answer to Alonzo. 
Alonzo was too kind a name for me. 
Then, when I fought and conquered with your arms, 
In that blest age I was the man you named; 
Till rage and pride debased me into Dorax, 
And lost, like Lucifer, my name above. 

Sebds. Yet twice this day I owed my life to Dorax. 

Dor. I saved you but to kill you; there's my grie£ 

Sehaa. Nay, if thou canst be grieved, thou canst repent. 
Thou couldst not be a villain, though thou wouldst. 
Thou own'st too much in owning thou hast erred. 
And I too little, who provoked thy crime. 

Dor. O stop this headlong torrent of your goodness. 
It comes too fast upon a feeble soul 
Half drowned in tears before; spare my confusion; 
For pity spare, and say not, first, you erred. 
For yet I have not dared, through guilt and shame. 
To throw myself beneath your royal feet. 

\FaM8 at hUfeet. 
Now spurn this rebel, this proud renegade; 
'Tis just you should, nor wUl I more complain. 

Sehas. Indeed, thou shouldst not ask forgiveness first. 
But thou prevent'st me still in all that's noble. 

[Taking him up. 
Yes, I will raise thee up with better news. 
Thy Violante's heart was ever thine; 
Compelled to wed, because she was my ward, 
Her soul was absent when she gave her hand. 
Nor could my threats, or his pursuing courtship, 
Efiect the consummation of his love. 
So, still indulging tears, she pines for thee, 
A widow and a maid. 
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D(yr, Have I been cursing Heaven, while Heaven blest 
I shall run mad with ecstasy of joy. . [mel 

What, in one moment, to be reconciled 
To Heaven, and to my King, and to my love ! 
But pity is my friend, and stops me short. 
For my unhappy rival : poor Henriquez ! 

Sebas, Art thou so generous, too, to pity him? 
Nay, then I was unjust to love him better. 
Here let me ever hold thee in my arms. [Emhracing him. 
And all our quarrels be but such as these, 
Who shall love best and closest shall embrace. 
' Be what Henriquez was; be my Alonzo. 

Dor, What, my Alonzo, said you? my Alonzo! 
Let my tears thank you, for I cannot speak; 
And if I could. 
Words were not made to vent such thoughts as mine. 

Sehas, Some strange reverse of fate must sure attend 
This vast profusion, this extravagance 
Of Heaven, to bless me thus, 'Tis gold so pure, 
It cannot bear the stamp without alloy. 
Be kind, ye powers, and take but half away; 

With ease the gifts of fortune I resign. 

But let my love and friend be ever mine. [Exeunt, 



ACT Y. Scene L 

The Scene is a Room of State, 

Enter DoRAX and Antonio. 

Dor, 3oj is on every face, without a cloud, > 
As in the scene of opening Pai'adise; -^..; 

The whole creation danced at their new being. 
Pleased to be what they were, pleased with each other. 
Such joy have I, both in myself and friends. 
And double joy that I have made them happy. 

Ant, Pleasure has been the business of my life ; 
And every change of fortune easy to me, 
Because I still was easy to myself. 
The loss of her I loved would touch me nearest ; 
Yet, if I found her, I might love too much. 
And that's uneasy pleasure. 

Dor, If she be fated 
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To be your wife, your fote will find her for you ; 
-Predestanated ills are never lost. 

Ant I had forgot 
To inquire before, but long to be informed, 
How, poisoned and betrayed, and round beset, 
Tou could unwind yourself from all these dangers, 
And move so speedily to our relief? 

JDor. The double poisons, after a short combat, 
Expelled each other in their civil war. 
By Nature's benefit, and roused my thoughts 
To guard that life which now I found attacked. 
I summoned all my officers in haste, 
On whose experienced faith I might rely ; 
All came resolved to die in my defence. 
Save that one villain who betrayed the gate. 
Our diligence prevented the surprise 
We justly feared ; so Muley-Zeydan foimd us 
Drawn up in battle, to receive the charge. 

Ant, But how the Moors and Christian slaves were 
You have not yet imfolded. [joined, 

Dor. That remains. 
We knew their interest was the same with ours ; 
And though I hated more than death Sebastian, 

could not see him die by vulgar hands; 
But prompted by my angel, or by his, 
Freed all the slaves; and placed him next myself. 
Because I would not have his person known. 
I need not tell the rest, the event declares it. 

Ant, Your conquests came, of course; their men were 
And yours were disciplined. One doubt remains, [raw, 
Why you industriously concealed the king, 
Who, known, had added courage to his meni 

Dor. I would not hazard civil broils betwixt 
His friends and mine, which might prevent our combat ; 
Yet, had he fallen, I had dismissed his troops ; 
Or if victorious, ordered his escape. 
But I forgot a new increase of joy, 
To feast him with surprise ; I must about it : 
Expect my swift return, [ExU Dorax. 

Enter a Servant to Antonio. 
Serv. Here's a lady at the door, that bids me tell you 
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she is come to make an end of the game that -was broken 
off betwixt you. 

Ant. What manner of woman is she? Does she not 
want two of the four elements? Has she anything about 
her but air and fire ? 

Serv. Truly, she flies about the room as if she had 
wings instead of legs ; I believe she's just turning into a 
bird j a house-bird, I warrant her. And so hasty to fly 
to you that rather than fail of entrance, she would come' 
tumbling down the chimney like a swallow. 

Unter Morayma. 

Ant. [Hn/rming to her and embracing her.^ Look, if she 
be not here already ! Thou little dun, is thy debt so 
pressing ? 

Mor. Little devil, if you please. Your lease is out, 
good Mr. Conjurer > and I am come to fetch your soul 
and body. 

Ant, Where the devil hast thou been ? and how the 
devil did'st thou find me here ? 

Mor. I followed you into the castle-yard, but there 
was nothing but tumult and confusion; and I was bodily 
a&aid of being picked iip by some of the rabble, con- 
sidering I had a charge about me — ^my jewels. 

Ant. Intended for my worship's sole use and property. 

Mor. And what was poor little I among them all? 

Ant. 'Not a mouthful arpiece. 'Twas too much odds, 
in conscience. 

Mor. So, seeking for shelter, I naturally ran to the old 
place of assignation, the garden-house; where for want of 
instinct, you did not follow me. 

Ant. Well, for thy comfort, I have secured thy father; 
and I hope thou hast secured his effects for us. 

Mor. Yes, truly, I had the prudent foresight to consider 
that when we grow old and weary of one another, we 
might have, at least, wherewithal to make merry with 
the world : and take up with a worse pleasure of eating 
and drinking. ^ ^ * 

Ant. Thy fortune will be e'en too good for thee ; for 
thou art goinfi: into the country of serenades and gallan- 
tries; wh!re thy street mil be haunted every night with 
thy foolish lovers, and my rivals ; who will be sighing 
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and singing, under thj inexorable windows, lamentable 
ditties, and call thee cruel, and goddess, and moon, and 
stars, and all the poetical names of wicked rhyme, while 
thon and I are minding our business, and jogging on, 
and laughing at them. 

Mor, I am afraid you are not very valiant, that you 
huff so much. But they say your churches are fine 
places for love-devotion. Many a she saint is there wor- 
shipped. 

Ant. Temples are there as they are in all other coun- 
tries, good conveniencies for dumb interviews. I hear 
the Protestants are not much reformed in that point, 
neither, for their sectaries call their churches by the natu- 
ral name of meeting-houses. Therefore, I warn thee in 
good time, not more of devotion than needs must, good 
future spouse j and always in a veil, for those eyes of 
thine are enemies to mortification. 

Mor, The bei^t thing I have heard of Christendom is, 
that we women are allowed the privilege of having souls, 
and I assure you I shall make bold to bestow mine upon 
some lover whenever you begin to go astray. 

Ant When that day comes, I must take my revenge, 
and turn gardener again. 

Mor. But take heed, in the meantime, that some young 
Antonio does not spring up in your own family, as false 
as his father. 

Re-enter Dorax with Sebastian and Almeyda. Sebas- 
tian enters apeaJdng to Dobax, while in the mecmtime 
Antonio presents Moratma to Almeyda. 

Sehas. How fares our royal prisoner, Muley-Zeydan 1 

Dor. Disposed to grant whatever I desire, 
To gain a crown and freedom. Well I know him, 
Of easy temper, naturally good, 
And faithful to his word. 

Sehas. Yet one thing wants. 
To fill the measure of my happiness; 
I'm still in pain for poor Alvarez' life. 

Dor. Belease that fear, the good old man is safe ; 
I paid his ransom. 
And have already ordered his attendance. 

Sehas. O, bid him enter, for I long to see him. 
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Enter Alvarez toith a Servcmt, who depcurts when Alvarez 

is entered, 

Alv, Now by my soul, and by these hoary hairs, 

[FaMng down a/nd emh^acing the King^a knees, 

Tm so overwhelmed with pleasure, that I feel 
A latter spring within my withering limbs, 
That shoots me out again. 

Sehas, Thou good old man! [Baising him. 

Thou hast deceived me into more, more joys. 
Who stood brim full before. 

Alv, O, my dear child ! 
I love thee so, I cannot call thee, king, 
Whom I so oft have dandled in these arms ! 
What, when I gave thee lost, to find thee living 1 
'Tis like a father who himself had 'scaped 
A falling house, and after anxious search, 
Hears from afar his only son within. 
And digs through rubbish, till he drags him out 
To see the friendly light. 
Such is my haste, so trembling is my joy. 
To draw thee forth from underneath thy fate. 

Sebas, The tempest is o'erblown, the skies are clear, 
And the sea charmed into a calm so still. 
That not a wrinkle ruffles her smooth fex5e. 

Alv, Just such she shows before a rising storm ; 
And therefore am I come with timely speed. 
To warn you into port. 

Ahn. My soul forebodes [Aside, 

Some dire event involved in those dark words. 
And just disclosing in a birth of fate. 

Ah, Is there not yet an heir of this vast empire. 
Who still survives of Muley-Moluch's branch] 

Dor. Yes, such an one there is a captive here, 
And brother to the dead. 

Alv, The powers above 
Be praised for that: my prayers for my good master 
I hope are heard.. 

S^as, Thou hast a right in Heaven; 
But why these prayers for me? 

Alv, A door is open yet for your deliverance.. 
Now you,, my countrymen, and you Almeyda, 
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Now all of US, and you (my all in <me) 
May yet be happy in that captive's life. 

Sebas, We hi&ye him here, an honourable hostage, 
For terms of peace. What more he can contribute 
To make me blest, I know not. 

Alv, Vastly more. 
Almeyda may be settled in the throne, 
And you review your native clime with fame; 
A firm alliance, and eternal peace 
(The glorious crown of honourable war), 
Are sdl included in that prince's life. 
Let this fair queen be given to Muley-Zeydan, 
And make her love the sanction of your league. 

Sd>a8. No more of that. His life's in my dispose; 
And prisoners are not to insist on terms. 
Or if they were, yet he demands not these. 

Ah, You shoidd exact them. 

Ahn. Better may be made; 
These cannot; I abhor the tyrant's race; 
My parents' murderers, my throne's xisurpers. 
But, at one blow, to cut off all dispute, 
Know this, thou busy, old, officious man, 
I am a Christian; now be wise no more; 
Or if thou wouldst be still thought wise, be silent. 

A1/0, O, I perceive you think your interest touched; 
'Tis what before the battle I observed; 
But I must speak, and will. 

Sebas, I prithee peace; 
Perhaps she thinks they are too near of blood. 

Alv. I wish she may not wed to blood more near. 

Sebas, What if I make her mine? 

Alv, Now, Heaven forbid! 

Seha>s, Wish rather Heaven may grant. 
For, if I could deserve, I have deserved her. 
My toils, my hazards, and my subjects' lives 
(Provided she consent), may claim her love; 
And that, once granted, I appeal to these, 
If better I could choose a beauteous bride. 

Ant, The fairest of her sex. 

Mor, The pride of nature. 

Dor, He only merits her; she only him. 
So paired, so suited in their minds and persons^ 
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That they were framed the tallies for each other. 
If any alien love had interposed, 
It must have been an eyesore to beholders, 
And to themselves a curse. 

Ah. And to themselves 
The greatest curse that can be were to join. 

S^as. Did not I love thee, past a change to hate, 
That word had been thy ruin; but no more, 
I charge thee on thy life, perverse old man. 

Ah, Know, sir, I would be silent if I durst. 
But, if on shipboard, I should see my friend 
Grown frantic in a raging calenture, 
And he, imagining vain flowery fields, 
Would headlong plimge himself into the deep; 
Should I not hold him from that mad attempt, 
Tin his sick fancy were by reason cured ? 

Sebas. 1 pardon thee the effects of doting age, 
Vain doubi^, and idle cares, and over-caution; 
The second nonage of a soul, more wise. 
But now decayed, and sunk into the socket. 
Peeping by fits, and giving feeble light. 

Ah, Have you forgot 1 

Sebas, Thou mean'st my father's will, 
In bar of marriage to Almeyda's bed. 
Thou seest my faculties are still entire. 
Though thine are much impaired. I weighed that will. 
And found 'twas grounded on our different faiths; 
But, had he lived to see her happy change. 
He would have cancelled that harsh interdict. 
And joined our hands himself. 

Ah. Still had he lived and seen this change, 
I He still had been the same. 

Sebas. I have a dark remembrance of my fafcher; 
His reasonings and his actions both were just; 
And, granting that, he must have changed his measures. 

Ah. Yes, he was just, and therefore could not change. 

Seba>8, 'Tis a base wrong thou offerest to the dead. 

Ah. Now, Heaven forbid. 
That I should blast his pious memory; 
No, I am tender of his holy fame; 
For, dying, he bequeathed it to my charge. 
Believe, I am; and seek to know no more, 
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But pay a blind obedience to bis will« 
For to preserve bis fame I would be silent. 

Sebas. Crazed fool, wbo wouldst be thougbt an oracle. 
Come down from off tbe tripos and speak plain. 
My fatber sball be justified, be sball; 
'Tis a son's part to rise in bis defence, 
And to confound tby malice, or tby dotage. 

Alv. It does not grieve me tbat you bold me crazed ; 
But to be cleared at my dead master's cost, 
O tbere's tbe wound ! but let me first adjure you, 
By all you owe tbat dear departed soul, 
Ko more to tbink of marriage witb Almeyda. 

Sebas. Not Heaven and eartb combined can binder it. 

Alv, Tben witness Heaven and eartb; bow loatb I am 
To say, you must not, nay, you cannot wed. 
And since not only a dead fatber's fame, 
But more, a lady's bonour, must be toucbed, 
Wbicb nice as ermines will not bear a soil, 
Let all retire: tbat you alone may bear 
Wbat even in wbispers I would tell your ear. 

[AU a/re going mU, 

Aim, Not one of you depart; I cbarge you stay. 
And were my voice a trumpet loud as fame. 
To reacb tbe roimd of Heaven, and eartb, and sea. 
All nations sbould be summoned to tbis place. 
So little do I fear tbat fellow's cbarge. 
So sbould my bonour, like a rising swan, 
Brusb witb ber wings tbe falling drops away, 
And proudly plougb tbe waves. 

Sebas. Tbis noble pride becomes tby innocence ; 
And I dare trust my fatber's memory 
To stand tbe cbarge of tbat foul forging tongue. 

Alv. It will be soon discovered if I forge. 
Have you not beard your fatber in bis youtb, 
Wben newly married, travelled into Spain, 
And made a long abode in Philip's court? 

Sebcbs. Wby so remote a question? wbicb tbyself 
Can answer to tbyself, for tbou wert witb bim, 
His favourite, as I ofb bave beard tbee boast, 
And nearest to bis soul. 

Ah, Too near, indeed, forgive me, gracious Heaven, 
Tbat ever I sbould boast I was so near; 
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The confident of all his young amours. 

And have not you, unhappy beauty, heard, [To Alm. 

Have you not often heard your exiled parents 

Were refuged in that court, and at that time? 

Ahn, "Tis true. And often since, my mother owned 
How kind that prince was to espouse her cause; 
She counselled, nay, enjoined me on her blessing, 
To seek the sanctuaiy of your court. 
Which gave mo first encouragement to come. 
And, with my brother, beg Sebastian's aid. 

Sehas, Thou help'st me well, to justify my war. 
My dying father swore me, then a boy, [To Alm. 

And made me kiss the cross upon his sword, 
Never to sheathe it, till that exiled queen 
Were by my arms restored. 

Alv, And can you find 
No mystery couched in this excess of kindness! 
Were kings e'er known, in this degenerate age. 
So passionately fond of noble acts. 
Where interest shared not more than half with honour] 

Sfihas. Base grovelling soul, who knowest not honour's 
But weighest it out in mercenary scales; [worth, 

The secret pleasure of a generous act 
Is the great mind's great bribe. 

Alv, Show me that king, and I'll believe the phoenix; 
But knock at your own breast, and ask your soul 
If those fair fatal eyes edged not your sword 
More than your father's charge, and all your vowsl 
If so, and so your silence grants it is, 
Elnow, king, your father had, like you, a soul; 
And love is your inheritance from him. 
Almeyda's mother, too, had eyes like her. 
And not less charming; and were charmed no less 
Than yours are now with her, and hers with you. 

Abn. Thou liest^ impostor; perjured fiend, thou liest. 

Sebas. Was't not enough to brand my father's fame, 
But thou must load a lady's memory? 
O infamous, O base, beyond repair! 
And to what end this ill-concerted lie. 
Which palpable and gross, yet granted true. 
It bars not my inviolable vowsT 

Alv. Take heed, and double not your father's crimes, 

N 
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To his adultery do not add your incest. 
Know, she's the product of unhiwful love, 
And 'tis your oamal sister you would wed. 

Sehcu. Thou shalt not say thou wert condemned unheard. 
Else, by my soul, this moment were thy last. 

Aim. But think not oaths shall justify thy diarge, 
Nor imprecations on thy cursed head; 
For who dares lie to Heaven, thinks Heavmi a jest 
Thou hast confessed thyself the conscious pander 
Of that pretended passion; 
A single witness, in£unously known. 
Against two persons of unquestioned fame. 

Ah. What interest can I have, or what delight. 
To blaze their shame, or to divulge my own) 
If proved, you hate me; if unproved, condenm. 
Not racks or tortures could have forced this secret, 
But too much care to save you from a crime, 
Which would have sunk you both. For let me say, 
Almeyda's beauty well deserves your love. 

Aim. Out base impostor, I abhor thy praise. 

Dor. It looks not like imposture, but a truth. 
On utmost need revealed. 

Sebas. Did I expect from Dorax this return? 
Is this the love renewed? 

Dor. Sir, I am silent; 
Fray, Heaven, my fears prove false. 

SeixM. Away; you all combine to make me wretdied. 

Alv. But hear the story of that fatal love, 
Where every circumstance shall prove another. 
And truth so shine by her own native light, 
That if a lie were mixed, it must be seen. 

Sebas. No; all may still be forged and of a piece. 
No; I can credit nothing thou canst say. 

Ah. One proof remains, and that's your father^s hand. 
Firmed with his signet, both so fully known 
That plainer evidence can hardly be, 
Unless his soul would want her Heaven awhile. 
And come on eajrth to swear. 

Sebas. Produce that writing. 

Ah. [To DoRAX.] Alonzo has it in his custody. 
The same, which when his nobleness redeemed me. 
And in a friendly visit owned himself 
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For what he is, I then deposited, 

And had his faith to give it to the King. 

Dor. TJntoudied, and sealed, as when intrusted with 
me, [Giving a sealed paper to the Kirig, 

Such I restore it with a trembling hand, 
Lest ought within disturb your peace of soul. 

Sebas, Draw near, Almeyda: thou art most concerned : 

[Tearing open the seals. 
For I am most in thee. 
Alonzo, mark the characters : 
Thou kaoVst my father's hand, observe it well: 
And if the impostor^s pen has made one slip. 
That shows it counterfeit, mark that and save me. 

Dor. It looks, indeed, too like my master's hand : 
So does the signet: more I cannot say; 
But wish 'twere not so like. 

Sebas. Methinks it owns 
The black adultery, and Almeyda's birth ; 
But such a mist comes o'er my eyes, 
I cannot, or I would not read it plain. 

Aim. Heaven cannot be more true than this is false. 

Sebas. O couTdst thou prove it with the same assurance ! 
Speak, hast thou seen my father's hand? 

Aim. No; but my mother's honour has been read 
By me, and by the world, in all her acts; 
In characters more plain and legible 
Than this dumb evidence, this blotted lie; ' 
Oh that I were a man, as my soul's one. 
To prove thee traitor and assassinate 
Of her fame: thus moved I'd tear thee thus — 

[Tearing the paper. 
And scatter o'er the field thy coward Imibs, 
like this foul offspring of thy forging brain. 

[Scattering the paper. 

Ah. Just so shalt thou be torn from all thy hopes. 
For know, proud woman, know in thy despite^ 
The most authentic proof is still behind. 
Thou wear'st it on tiby finger; 'tis that ring, 
Which matched to that on his, shall clear the doubt. 
'Tis no dumb forgery: for that shall speak; 
And sound a rattling peal to either's conscience. 

Sebas. This ring indeed^ my father, with a cold 
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And shaking hand, just in the pangs of death, 
Put on my finger; with a parting sigh, 
And would have spoke ; but faltered in his speech 
With undistinguished sound. 

Alv, I know it well: 
For I was present: now, Almeyda, speak. 
And truly tell us how you came by yours. 

Aim. My mother, when I parted fi^m her sight 
To go to f^ortugal, bequeathed it to me, 
Presaging she should never see me more: 
She pulled it from her finger, shed some tears, 
Kissed it, and told me 'twas a pledge of love. 
And hid a mystery of great importance 
Relating to my fortunes. 

Alv. Mark me now, 
While I disclose that fatal mystery. 
Those rings, when you were bom and thought another's, 
Your parents, glowing yet in sinful love. 
Bid me bespeak: a curious artist wrought them. 
With joints so close, as not to be perceived; 
Yet are they both each other's counterpart. 
Her part had Jiuin inscribed, and his had Zayda^ 
(You know these names are theirs:) and in the midst, 
A heart divided in two halves was placed. 
!N'ow if the rivets of those rings enclosed. 
Fit not each other, I have forged this lie : 
But if they join, you must for ever part. 

* [Sebastian puMng off his ring^ Almeyda does tJie 
scMnCf and gives it to Alvarez who unscrews both 
the rings, and Jits one half to the other, 

Sehas. Now life or death. 
Aim. And either thine or ours. 
I'm lost for ever. [Swoons, 

[The women and Morayma tofe her up and ca/rry 
her off. Sebastian here stands amazed, withoiU 
motion, his eyesfioced upwards. 

Sehas. Look to the Queen, my wife; for I am past 
All power of aid to her or to myself. . 

Alv. His wife, said he, his wife ! O fatal sound ! 
For, had I known it, this unwelcome news 
Had never reached their ears. 
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So they had still been blest in ignorance^ 
And I alone iinliappy. 

Bor, I knew it, but too late, and durst not speak. 

Sebas, [Sta/rting out of his amazement] I will not live, 
no, not a moment more ; 
I will not add one moment more to incest ; 
m cut it off, and end a wretched being. 
For, should I live, my soul's so little mine, 
And so much hers, that I shovdd still enjoy. 
Ye cruel powers. 

Take me as you have made me, miserable ; 
You cannot make me guilty ; 'twas my fate, 
And you made that, not I. [Draws his sword. 

[Antonio cmd Alvarez lay hold on him, and Dorax 
vjrests the sword out of his hands. 

Ant. For Heaven's sake hold, and recollect your mind. 

Ah» Consider whom you punish, and for what; 
Yourself unjustly. You have charged the fault 
On Heaven, that best may bear it. 
Though incest is indeed a deadly crime. 
You are not guilty, since unknown 'twas done, 
And known, had been abhorred. 

Sebas, By heaven, you're traitors all that hold my hands. 
If death be but cessation of our thought. 
Then let me die, for I would think no more, 
m boast my innocence above. 
And let them see a soul they could not sully. 
I shall be there before my father's ghost ; 
That yet must languish long in frosts and fires. 
For making me unhappy by his crime. [Strtiggling again. 
Stand off, and let me take my fill of death ; 
For I can hold my breath in your despite. 
And swell my heaving soul out, when I please. 

Alv, Heaven comfort you ! 

Sebas. What, art thou giving comfort ! 
Would'st thou give comfort who hast given despair 1 
Thou seest Alonzo silent ; he's a man^ 
He knows that men abancioned of their hopes 
Should ask no leave, nor stay for suing out 
A tedious writ of ease from lingering heaven. 
But help themselves, as timely as they could. 
And teach the fates their duty. 
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Dor. \To Alv. amd Ant.] Let him go. 
He is OUT King, and he shall be obeyed. 

Ah>, What, to destroy himself 1 O parricide ! 

Dor. Be not injimons in your foolish zeal, 
But leave him free, or by my sword I swear 
To hew that arm away that stops the passage 
To his eternal rest. 

Ami. [Letting go his hold,] Let him be guilty of his 
own death if he pleases : for I'll not be guilty of mine by 
holding him. [The King shakes off Alv. 

Alv. [To DoRAX.] Infernal fiend. 
Is this a subject's part? 

Dor. 'Tis a friend's office. 
He has convinced me that he ought to die. 
And rather than he should not, here's my sword 
To help him on his journey. 

Sehas. My last, my only friend, how kind art thou, 
And how inhuman these ! 

Dor. To make the trifle death a thing of moment ! 

Sehas. And not to weigh the importaiit cause I had 
To rid myself of life ! 

Dor. True ; for a crime 
So horrid in the face of men and angels. 
As wilful incest is ! 

Sehas. Not wilful neither. 

Dor. Yes, if you lived, and with repeated acts 
Sefreshed y^ur sin, <md loaded crimes with crimes, 
To swell your scores of guilt. 

Sehas.. True ; if I lived. 

Dor. I said so, if you lived. 

Sehas. For hitherto was fatal ignorance, 
And no intended crime. 

Dor. That you best know : 
But the malicious world will judge the worst. 

Alv. O what a sophister has hell procured, 
To argue for damnation ! 

Dor. Peace, old dotard. 
Mankind that always judge of kings with malice, 
Will think he knew this incest, and pursued it. 
His only way to lectify mistakes, 
And to redeem her honour, is to die. 

Sehas. Thou hast it right, my dear, my best Alonzo ! 
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And that but petty reparation too ; 
But all I have to give. 

Dor, Your pardon, sir; 
You may do more, and ought. 

Sehm. What ! more tluoi death 1 

Dor, Death? why, that's children's sport; a stage- 
play, death. 
"We act it every night we go to bed. 
Death to a man in misery is sleep. 
Would you, who perpetiited such a crime 
As frightened Nature, made the saints, above 
Shake Heaven's eternal pavement with their trembling 
To view that act, would you but barely die ? 
But stretch your limbs, and turn on t'other side^ 
To lengthen out a black voluptuous slumber. 
And dream you had your sister in your arms ? 

Sebds. To expiate this, can I do more than die ? 

Dor, O yes ; you must do more ; you must be damned ; 
You must be damned to all eternity ; 
And sure self-murder is the readiest way. 

Sebas. How, damned 1 

Dor, Why, is that news 1 

Alv, O, horror! horror! 

Dor. What, thou a statesman. 
And make a business of danmation 
In such a world as this ! Why, 'tis a trade : 
The scrivener, usurer, lawyer, shop-keeper, 
And soldier, cannot live but by damnation. 
The politician does it by advance. 
And gives all gone beforehand. 

Sehaa, O thou hast given me such a glimpse of hell. 
So pushed me forward, even to the brink 
Of that irremediable burning gulf. 
That looking in the abyss, I dare not leap. 
And now I see what good thou mean'st my soul. 
And thank thy pious fraud: thou hast indeed 
Appeared a devil, but didst an angel's work. 

Dor. 'Twas the last remedy to give you leisure j^ 
For if you could but think, I knew you safe. 

Sebas, I thank thee, my Alonzo. I will live, 
But never more to Portugal return ; 
For, to go back aod reign, that were to show 
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Triumpliaiit incest and pollute the throne. 

Alv. Since ignoninoe 

SAas, Oy palliate not my wound ; 
When yon have argued all yon can, 'tis incest. 
Noy 'tis resolTed, I charge yon plead no more ; 
I cannot live without Almeyda's sight, 
ISTor can I see Almeyda but I mn. 
Heaven has inspired me with a sacred thought, 
To live alone to Heaven, and die to her. 

Dor. Mean you to turn an anchorite 1 

Sebas. Whatelsel 
The world was once too narrow for my mind. 
But one poor little nook will serve me now. 
To hide me from the rest of human kind. 
Afric has deserts wide enough to hold 
Millions of monsters, and I am, sure, the greatest. 

Alv, You may repent, and wish your crown too late. 
, ^ Sdxis. O never, never ; I am past a boy. 
\ J^ sceptre's but a plaything, and a globe 
[A^bigger bounding stone. He who can leave 
Almeyda, may renounce the rest with ease. 

Dor. O truly great ! 
A soul fixed high, and capable of Heaven. 
Old as he is, your uncle cardinal 
Is not so far enamoured of a cloister 
But he will thank you for the crown you leave him. 

Sebas. To please him more, let him believe me dead ; 
That he may never dream I may return. 
Alonzo, I am now no more thy king, 
But still thy Mend, and by that holy name 
Adjure thee to perform my last request. 
Mc^e our conditions with yon captive king. 
Secure me but my solitary cell ; 
'Tis all I ask him for a crown restored. 

Dor. I will do more: 
But fear not Muley-Zeydan; his soft metal 
Melts down with easy warmth; runs in the movdd, 
And needs no farther forge. Uodt DoRAX« 

Re-enter Almeyda led by Morayma, andfoUotJoed 

by her attendcmts. 

Sebas. See where she comes again. 
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By Heaven, when I behold those beauteous eyes, 
Repentance lags, and sin comes hurrying on. 

Aim. This is too cruel 1 

Sebaa, Speak'st thou of love, of fortune, or of death, 
Or double death? for we must part, Almeyda. 

Aim, I speak of all ; 
For all things that belong to us are cruel. 
But what's most cruel, we must love no more. 
O 'tis too much that I must never see you. 
But not to love you is impossible: 
No, I must love you: Heaven may bate me that. 
And charge that sinful sympathy of souls 
Upon our parents, when they loved too well. 

Sebaa, Good Heaven, thou speakest my thoughts, and I 
Nay, then there's incest in our very souls; [speak thine. 
For we were formed too like. 

Ahn, Too like indeed, 
And yet not for each other. 
Sure when we part (for I resolved it too. 
Though you proposed it first), however distant, 
"We shall be ever thinking of each other; 
And, the same moment, for each other pray. 

Sebas, But if a wish should come athwart our prayers. 

Aim, It would do well to curb it, if we could. 

Sebas. "We cannot look upon each other's face, 
But, when we read our love, we read our guilt: 
And yet, methinks, I cannot choose but love. 

Alrn* I would have asked you, if I durst for shame. 
If still you loved? you gave it air before me. 
Ah, why were we not bom both of a sex? 
For then we might have loved without a crime. 
Why was not I your brother? though that wish 
Involved our parents' guilt, we had not parted; 
We had been friends, and friendship is no incest. 

Sebas. Alas, I know not by what name to call thee ! 
Sister and wife are the two dearest names; 
And I would call thee both; and both are sin. 
Unhappy we ! that still we must confoimd 
The dearest names into a common curse. 

Aim. To love, and be beloved, and yet be wretched! 

Sebas, To be together but so short a period; 
So happy, that, forgive me. Heaven, I wish 
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With wJH its guilty -ifc vere to cooie again. 

Whj did ve know so aooOy or why at all. 

That sin eould be ccmcealed in sudi a Uissl 
iUbi^ Men have a laiger pnvil^d oC wards, 

£3be I should apeak: hot ve mnst part^ Sebastian, 

Thatfs all the name that I have left to call thee. 

I most not call thee bj the name I would; 

But idien I saj Sehastian, dear Sebastian, 

I kisB the name I apeak. 

jSefiot. We must make hasten or we shall ner^ part 

I would saj something that^s as dear as ibis; 

Naj, would do more than saj: one moment longer. 

And I ahoold bieak throng laws divine and human; 

And think them cobwebs, thread for little man, 
JSniich all the botty herd of nature breaks. 
I^ie Tigorons yoong world was ignorant 
K)f these restrictions, 'tis decrepit no w^ 

Not more devont, bat more decayed, and cold. '^ 

All this is impious; therefore we must part: 

For gaang thus, I kindle at thy sights 

And once burnt down to tinder, li^t again 

Much sooner than before. 

Be-erUer DoKAX. 

Aim. Here comes the sad denouncer of my &te. 
To toll the mouroful knell of separation: 
While I, as on my death-bed, hear the sound. 
That warns me hence for eyer. 

Sebas, [To Dobax.] Now be brief. 
And I will try to listen, 
And share the minute that remains betwixt 
The care I owe my subjects, and my love. 

Dor. Your fate has gratified you all she can; 
Giyes easy misery, and makes exile pleasing. 
I trusted Muley-Zeydan as a friend, 
But swore him first to secrecy ; he wept 
Your fortune, and with tears, not squeezed by art. 
But shed from nature, like a kindly shower ; 
In short, he proffered more than I demanded : 
A safe retreat, a gentle solitude, 
Unyexed with noise, and imdisturbed with fears. 
I chose you one 
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Ahn, O do not tell me where : 
For if I knew the place of his abode 
I should be tempted to pursue his steps, 
And then we both were lost — 

Sebas. Even past redemption. 
For, if I knew thou wert on that design 
(As I must know, because our souls are one), 
I should not wander, but by sure instinct. 
Should meet thee just half-way in pilgrimage. 
And close for ever ] for I know my love 
More strong than thine, and I more &ail than thou. 

Aim. Tell me not that, for I must boast my crime, 
And cannot bear that thou should'st better love. 

Dor, I may inform you both ; for you must go 
Where seas, and winds, and deserts will divide you. 
Under the ledge of Atlas lies a cave, 
Cut in the living rock by Nature's hands — 
The venerable seat of holy hermits. 
Who there, secure in separated cells. 
Sacred e*en to the Moors, enjoy devotion ; 
And from the purling streams, and savage fruits, 
Have wholesome beverage, and unbloody feasts. 

Sehaa. 'Tis penance too voluptuous for my crime. 

Dot, Your subjects, conscious of your life, are few ; 
But all desirous to partake your exile. 
And to do office to jour sacred person. 
The rest, who think you dead, shall be dismissed 
Under safe convoy, till they reach your fleet. 

Aim, But how am wretched I to be disposed % 
A vain enquiry, since I leave my lord ; 
For all the world beside is banishment ! 

Dor, I have a sister, abbess in Terceras, 
Who lost her lover on her bridal day. 

Aim. There fate provided me a fellow-turtle. 
To mingle sighs with sighs^ and tears with tears. 

jDor. Last, for myself, if I have well fulfilled 
My sad conmiission, let me beg the boon, 
To share the sorrows of your last recess, 
And mourn the common losses of our loves. 

Ah, And what becomes of me 1 must I be left. 
As age and time had worn me out of use % 
These sinews are not yet so much unstrung, 
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To £ul me when my master should be served ; 
And when they are, then will I steal to death 
Silent and onobserved, to save his tears. 

Sebas. Tyb heard you both ; Alvarez have thy wish. 
But thine, Alonzo, thine is too unjust. 
I charge thee with my last commands return, 
And bless thy Violante with thy vows. 
Antonio, be thou happy too in thine. 
Last, let me swear you aU to secrecy ; 
And to conceal my shame conceal my life. 

Dor, Ant. Mar, We swear to keep it secret. 

Aim, Now I would speak the last farewell, I cannot. 
It would be still farewell a thousand times, 
And midtiplied in echoes, still farewell. 
I will not speak, but think a thousand, thousand ; 
And be thou silent too, my last Sebastian : 
So let us part in the dumb pomp of grief. 
My heart's too great, or I would die this moment ; 
But Death, I thank him, in an hour has made 
A mighty journey, and I haste to meet him. 

[She staggers, and her women hold her up. 

Sebas. Help to support this feeble drooping flower. 
This tender sweet, so shaken by the storm. 
For Ihese fond arms must thus be stretched in vain. 
And never, never must embrace her more. 
'Tis past — ^my sovd goes in that word — ^farewell. 

[Alvarez goes with Sebastian to one end of the 
stage; women with Almetda to the other. 

Dor. [Coming tip to Antonio and Morayma, who sta/nd 
on the middle of the stage. 
Haste to attend Almeyda ; for your sake 
Your father is forgiven ; but to Antonio 
He forfeits half his wealth ; be happy both. 

And let Sebastian and Almeyda's fate 

This dreadful sentence to the world relate : 

That unrepented crimes of parents dead, 

Are justly punished on their children's head. 
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